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| PEREGRINE, 
Lord Marquiſs of Carmarthen, &c. 
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Mx Lox, | 
I whole Nobility of this Kingdom, ſomething of 2 
natural Impulſe and aſpiring Motion in my Inclina- 


| will, I am vain of nothing in this Piece, but the 
| Choice of my Patron; I ſhall be ſo far thought a judi- 


s cious Authdr> Shoſe prigcipal Buſineſs is to deſign his 


Works an Offering to the greateſt Honour and Merit. 


I cannot here, my Lord, ſtand accuſed of any fort 


| of Adulation , but to my ſelf, becauſe Compliments 
| due to Merit return upon the Giver, and the only Flat- 
| tery is to my ſelf , whilſt I attempt your Lordſhip's 
Praiſe. I dare make no Eſſay on our Lordſhip's 
youthful Bravery and Couraze, becauſe ſuch is always 
| guarded with Modeſty, but ſhall venture to preſent 


undoubtedly apply to your Lordſhip. 
Cotrage the bigheſt Gift, that ſeorns to bend 


Courage an independent Spark from Heaven's bright 
By which the Soul ſtands rais'd, triumphant, bigh, alone. 
Great in it ſelf, not Praiſes of the Crowd, 
Above all Vice, it ftoops not to be proud, : 
q B 2 = Courage 


To the Right Honourable 


Ps equally a Stranger to your Lordſhip, and the 


' tions, has prompted me, tho' I hazard a Preſumption, 
to declare my Reſpe&. And be the Succeſs how it 


you ſome Lines on this Subject, which the World will 


Io mean Devices for a ſordid End. | Throne, 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
| Courage, the mighty Attribute of Powers above, 
BY oluch thoſe N, in Var, are great in Love. 
h 


e Spring of all brave Ads is ſeated bere, 
As Falſboods draw their ſordid Birth from fear, 


The beſt and nobleſt part of Mankind pay Homage 
to Royalty, what Veneration then is due to thoſe Ver- 
tues ani! Endowments which even engag'd the Reſpet 
of Royalty it ſelf, in the Perſon of one of the greateſt Þ 
Emperors in the World, who choſe your Lordſhip not 
only as a Companion, but a Conductor. 

He wanted the Fire of ſuch a Briton to animate 
his cold Ruffans, and wou'd therefore chuſe you his 
Leader in War, as in Travel: He knew the Fury of 
the Turk cou'd be only ſtopt by an Eugliſb Nobleman, 
as the Power of France was by an Engliſh King. A 
Senſe of this Greatneſs which might deter others, ani. 
mates me to addreſs tag Lorſhip ; reſolv'd that my 

firſt Muſe ſhou'd take an high and daring Flight, 1 
aſpir'd to your Lordſhip's Protection for this Trifle 
which I muſt own my ſelf now proud of, affording me 5 
this Opportunity of humbly declaring my fel Wo; 


My the, So: | BY 
Your Lordſhip's = on 


molt devoted Servant, I 
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By J. H. ſpoken by Mr. Powell, a Servant attend- 
3 ing with a Bottle of Wine. 


AS ſtubborn Atheiſts, who diſdain'd to pray, 
Repent, tho late, upon their dying Day, 

H tn their Pangs, moſt Authors rack d with Fears, 

Implore your Mercy in our ſuppliant Pray re. 

But our new Author has no Cauſe maintain d, 

Let him not loſe what he has never gain l. 

Love and a Bottle are his pages. Arms, 

Ladies, and Gallants, have not theſe ſome Charms? 

© For Love, all Mankind to the Fair muſt ſue. 

And Sirs, the Bottle he preſent to you. 

Health to the Play, (drinks.) een let it fairly paſs, 

| Sure none fit here that will refuſe their Glaſs ! 

O there's a damning Soldier let me think— 


dx Acts Gerda WW 
* R n 
* W bay | 3 
- yy ys R fi 0 Nr > - 78 _ Pr 0 
K os be Oe SED Wo AA ION ES "6x . A 
Cd bs 232 ran Eee gs oe bs £ RY CPs — 
FUSS ERPs Coty, rage , 


RY 
= 
3 
33 
my 
cM 
57 
3 
8 
8 
3 


| Come on then; Foot to Foot be boldly ſet, 
And our young Author's new Commiſſion wet. 
He and his Bottle here attend their Doom, 
From you the Poets Helicon uſt come; 
H he has any Foes, to make amends, 
He give his Service (drinks) ſure you now are Friends. 
No Critick here will he provoke to fight, 
The Day be theirs, he only begs his Night. 
Pray pledge him now, ſecur d from all Abuſe, 
Then name the Health you love, let none refuſe, 


but each Man's Miſtreſs be the Poets Muſes 
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He looks as he were ſmorn——to what? To dr int. Qaxxinks, 
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Nimblenriſt. A Fencing-Maſter, Mr. Aſhton, 
Bruſh. Servant to . Mr. Fairbank. 


Lucinda. 
Leanthe. 


Trulge. Whore to Roebuck. Mrs. 2fills, 
Ballfnch. E Dich to Mockmode, > Mrs. n 


Pindreſs. Attendant Am Moor. 


Dramatis Perſonæ 


: = An tif Centleman, ofa) 4 
Roebuck, - wild roving Temper ; I Mr. Williams. 
: : newly come to London. & | 


deſt, in love with 0 Mills, 


cinda. 
A young Squire, come 


Moc l mode. ed from the Oni. © Mr. Bullock. 


. His Friend, ſober and mo- 
Love well. 


verſity, and ſetting up 
for a Beau. 
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1 A Poet. Nr. Johnſon. E 
. A Bookſeller. | Lids: Shes, . 


Rigadoon. A Dancing-Maſter. 


Cab. Servant to Mockmode. - Mr. Pinkethman. 


wo M E N 


A Lady of coptiteribil 

3 don Rogers. 
Siſter to Lovewell, in love 

5 with Koe buck, and . Ps Maria Alifun 


guis'd as Lucindas Page 


Lyrick, and Trudge. 


to Lucinda. y 
al, Beggar, 3 Maſques, and 3 
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| LOVE anda BOTTLE. 
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„ 8 
SCE NE, Lincolns-Inn-Fields, 


© Enter Roebuck in a Riding Habit Solus, repeating the follow- 

3 5 „„ „ 5 

HUS far our Arms have with Succeſs been 
Crown'd,——— Heroically ſpoken, faith, of a 


li 
i 


If I have one Penny to buy a Halter withal 
in my preſent Neceſſity, may I be hang'd ; tho 
b ' I'm reduc'd to a fair way of obtaining one me- 
thodically very ſoon, if Robbery or Theft will purchaſe the 


| Soldier? 1 
B Enter a Cripple begging. 


EBoeb. Ha! ga Glimpſe of Damnation juſt as a Man is 
| cntring into Sin, is no great Policy of the Devil. But how 
long did you bear Arms, Friend? | 2 

| Crip, Five Years, an't pleate you, Sir. 


you 2 
Crip. Fifteen, Sir. 3 . 
Roeb. Very pretty! Five year a Soldier, and fifteen a Beg- 


mine; the mercifal Bullet, more kind than thy ungrateful 


which thou canſt draw a more plentiſul Maintenance than 
RC A ep 7” Leim 


Fellow that has not one Farthing in his Pocket. 


allows. But hold Can't I rob honourably, by turning 


Crip, One Farthing to the poor old doldier, for the Lord's ſake? 
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Roeb. And how long has that honourable Crutch born 
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gar! — This 18 Hell right ! An Age of Damnation, for a mo- 
| mentary Offence, Thy Condition, Fellow, is preferable to 
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Country, has given thee a Debenture in thy broken Leg, from 
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2 TLove and à Bottle. 


I from all my Limbs in Perfection. Prithee, Friend, why 
wouldſt thou beg of me? Doſt think I'm rich? 1 
Crip. No, Sir, and therefore I believe you Charitable. Your 
warm Fellows are as much above the Senſe of our Miſery, that 
they can't pity us; and I have always found it, by ſad Ex- 
perience, as needleſs to beg of a rich Man as a Clergy-man. 
Our greateſt Benefactors, the brave Officers, are all disban- 


ded, and mult now turn Beggars like my ſelf; and ſo, Times | N 


are very hard, Sir, 
Roeb. What! Are the Soldiers more charitable than the 


Crip. Ay, Sir, a Captain will fay Dam me, and give me 


Six-pence; and a Parſon ſhall whine out God bleſs me, and 


give me not a Farthing: Now I think the Officer's Bleſſing 
much the beſt. 
Koeb. Are the Beau's never compaſſionate? - 
Crip. The great full Wigs they wear ſtop their Ears ſo cloſe, 


that they can't hear us; and if they (hou'd they never have 
any Farthings about em. | 


Roeb. Then I am a Bean, Fricnd ; therefore pray leave me. 
Begging from a generous Soul that has not to beſtow, is more 
torinenting than Robbery to a;Miſer in his Abundance. Pre- 
thee, Friend, be tl on charitable for once; 1 beg only the fa- 
vour which rich Friends beſtow, a little Advice. I am as 
poor as thou art, and am deſigning to turn Soldier. 

Crip, No, no, Sir. See what an Honourable Pct I am 


forc'd to ſtand to, my Rags are Scare-crows ſufficient to 
frighten any one from the Field; rather turn Bird of Prey at 


home. [Shewing his Cratch. 

Roeb. Grammercy, old Devil; I find Hell has its Pimps of 
the poorer fort , as well as of the wealthy. I fancy, Friend, 
thou has got a Cloven-foot inſtead of a broken Leg. Tis a 
hard caſe that a Man muſt never expect to go nearer Heav'n 
than ſome Reps of a Ladder. But tis unavoidable : I have 


my Wants to lead, and the Devil to drive; and if I cant 
meet mv Friend Lovewell (which I think impoſſible, being {6 


great a Stranger in Town) Fortune, thou haſt done thy worſt; 
I proclaim open War againſt thee. e 


Tl fab thy next rich Darling that I ſee; 
And killing bim, be thus reveng d on thee. 


[Goes 70 the back part of the Stage, as into the 
Walks, W 5 ſome turns 15 the Stage in 
Diſorder, while the next ſpeak, Eit Beggar 

| | Enter 
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Love and à Bottle. 3 
Enter Lucinda and Pindreſs. 5 

= Zac, Oh! theſe Summer Mornings are fo delicately fine, 
Pindreſi, it does me good to be abroad. | | 
Pin. Ay, Madam, theſe Summer Mornings are as pleaſant 
to young Folks, as the Winter Nights to marry'd People, or 
as your Morning of Beauty to Mr. Love well. 5 
Lic. Im violently atraid the Evening of my Beauty will 
all to his ſhare very ſoon; for I'm inclinable to marry him. 
I ſhall ſoon lie under an Eclipſe, Pindreſs. 
Pin. Then it muſt be full Moon with your Ladyſhip. But 
EZ why woud you chuſe to marry in Summer, Madam? 
Luc. 1 know no cauſe, but that People are apteſt to run 
mad in het Weather, unleſs you take a Woman's Reaſon. 
Pein. What's that, Madam? 85 

Luc. Why, I am weary of lying alone. 
Pin. Oh dear Madam! Lying alone is very dangerous; tis 
apt to breed ſtrange Dreams. | 5 
Ciuc. I bad the oddeſt Dream laſt Night, of my Courtier 
that is to be, Squire Moc mode. He appear d Crowded about 
with a Dancing-Maſter, Puſhing-Maſter, Muſick-Maſter, and 
all the Throng of Beau- makers; and methought he nimickd 
Foppery fo awkardly, that his Imitation was downright- 
burleſquing it. I burſt out a laughing fo heartily, that I wa- 
© kend my ſelt. | 
Pin. But Dreams go by contraries, Madam. Have not you 
ſeen him yet. "mY 
Luc. No ; but my Uncle's Letter gives account that he's 
newly come to Town from the Univerſity, where his Education 
could reach no farther than to guzzle fat Ale, ſmoke Tabac- 
co, and chop Logick——Faugh——it makes me ſick. 
| Pin, But he's very rich, Madam; his Concerns joyn to 
| yours in the Country. 53 
Luc. Ay, but his Concerns ſhall never joyn to mine in the 
Cuy: For ſince I bave the Diſpoſal of my own Fortune, 
| Lovenell's the Man for my Money. e 
| Pin, Ay, and for my Money; for I've had above twenty 
pieces from him ſince his Courtſhip began. He's the prettieſt 
eber Gentleman; I have ſo ſtrong an Opinion of his Mo- 
| Ts that I'm afraid, Madam, your firſt Child will be a 
„ | 1 3 
Luc. Oh God forbid! I hope a Lawyer underſtands Buſi- 
| nels better than to beget any thing non comps —— The Walks 
fill apace ; the Enemy approaches, we muſt ſec out our falſe 
Colours. [Pat on the ir Masks. 

Pin. We Masks arc the pureſt Privateers! Madam, how 
would you like to cruiſe about a little? 5 © "A 


Cn en 
* 5 » 
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4 Love and à Bottle. | 

Lac. Well enough, had we no Enemies but our Fops and 
Cits : But I dread theſe bluſtring Men of War, the Officers, 
who after a Broad-ſide, of Dam'me's and Sinkme's, are for 
boarding all Masks they meet as lawful Prize. 

Pin, In truth, Madam, and the moſt of em are lawful 

Prize, for they generally have French Ware under Hatches. 
Luc. Oh hideous! O' my Conſcience, Girl, thou'rt quite 

ſpoil d. An Actreſs upon the Stage would bluſh at ſuch Ex- 

reſſions. N 
4 Pin. Ay, Madam, and your Ladyſhip wou'd ſeem to 
bluſh in the Box, when the Redneſs of your Face proceeded 
from nothing but the Conſtraint of holding your Laughter, 

Didn't you chide me for not putting a ſtronger Lace in your 
Stays , when you had broke one as ſtrong as a Hempen Cord 
| 0 containing a violent Tihee at a ſmutty Jeſt in the laſt 

—_ 5 

: 5 Go, go, thou'rt a naughty Girl; thy impertinent Chat 
has diverted us from our Bus neſs. I'm afraid Lodewell has 
miſs'd us for want of the Sign.—But whom have we here? An 
odd Figure ! Some Gentleman in Diſguiſe, I believe. 

Pin. Had he a finer Suit on, I ſhou'd believe him in Diſ- 
guiſe ; for I fancy his Friends have only known him by that 
this Twelve-month, 5 4 
Tuc. His Mien and Air ſhew him a Gentleman, and his 
Cloaths demonſtrate him a Wit. He may afford us ſome 

ſport. I have a Female Inclination to talk to him. 
Pein. Hold, Madam, he looks as like one of thoſe dange- 
rous' Men of War you juſt now mention'd as can be; you 
had belt ſend out your Pinnace before, to diſcover the 


Luc. No, III bale him my ſelf. [ Moves towards him, 
What, Sit, dreaming? [Slaps Him o'th' Shoulder with her Fan. 


Koe. Yes, Madam. [- ullenly. 
Luc. Of what? „ | 
Roeb. Of the Devil, and now my Dream's out. 

Luc. What! Do you dream ſtanding * : 
Roeb. Yes faith, Lady, very often when my Sleep's haunted 
by ſuch pretty Goblins as you. You are a fort of Dream 
I mon ain be reading: I'm a very good Interpreter indeed, 

Madam. | CE Yo 
Lac, Are you then one of the Wiſe-men of the Eaſt 2 
Roe b. No, Madam; but one of the Fools of the Weſt: 
Luc. Pray, what do you mean by that, 


Reb. An Iriſb. man, Madam, at your Service, 4 


| Love and a Bottle. 5 


Luc. Oh horrible! an Iriſh-man! a meer Wolf- Dog, I 
oteſt. 1 9 5 
= Xvb. Ben't ſurpriz d, Child; the Wolf- Dog is as well na- 
tur'd an Animal as any of your Country Bull-Dogs, and a 
much more fawning Creature, let me tell ye. [Lays hold on her. 
= Dc. Pray, gcod Ceſar, keep off your Paws; no ſcraping ac- 
uaintance for Heaven's ſake. Tell us ſome news of your 


ple wear Horns and Hoofs. 

= Fyeb. Yes, faith, a great many wear Horns: but we had 
that among other laudable Faſhions, from London. I think 
it came over with your Mode of wearing high Topknots ; for 
ever ſince, the Men and Wives bear their Heads exalted alike. 
bey were both Faſhions that took wondertully, 
Luc. Then you have Ladies among you. 

E Foeb. Yes, yes, we have Ladies, and Whores; Colleges, 
and Playhouſes ; Churches, and Taverns ; fine Houſes, anc 
= Bawdy- Houſes : in ſhort every thing that you can boaſt of, 
but Fops, Poets, Toads and Adders. 2066 
Luc. But have you no Beau's at all? 

Roch. Yes, they come over like the Woodcocks, once a Year. 
Luc. And have your Ladies no Springes to catch 'em in? 


5 ter Wild-fowl. But they are generally ſtripp'd of their Fea- 


5 


= 


tend to be Criticks ; and our ignorant Nation imagines a full 
Wig as infallible a token of a Wit as the Laurel. 

Luc. Oh Lard! and here tis the certain ſign of a Block- 
head. But why no Poets in! Ireland, Sir? 


Ee 


7 


Roeb. Faith, Madam I know not, unleſs St. Patrick ſent 
them a packing with other venemous Creatures out of Jrelazd. 
Nothing that carries a Sting in its Tongue can live there. But 
ſince I have deſcribed my Country, let me know a little of 
England, by a ſight of your Face.  _ - 
Luc. Come you to particulars firſt. Pray, Sir, unmaſque, 
by telling who you are; and then I'll unmaſque, and ſhew 
wo la m. 


— OY 
et ig 


j the diſtinguiſhing particular of me is a Secret. 
; the greater the Secrets are, I love em the better. 
Luc. Can't they be whiſper'd, Sir? 5 8 
Roeb. Oh yes, Madam, I can give you a hint, by which you 


may underſtand em. [Pretends to whiſper, and kiſſes ber. 
Luc. Su, youre impudent,—— 5 


untry ; 1 have heard the ſtrangeſt Stories. that the Peo- 


Roeb. No, Madam our own Country affords us much bet- 


thers by the Play-houſe and Taverns ; in both which they pre- 


Reeb. You muſt diſmiſs your Attendant then, Madam; for | 


Pin, Sir, I can keep a Secret as well as my Miſtreſs ; and 


Roeb, 
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6 Love and a Bottle. 


Koab. Nay, Madam, ſince you're ſo good at minding folks, 
have with you. [Catches her faft, carrying her of, 
Fin, $Help! help! belp! & 
* Enter Lovewell, 8515 
Love. Villain, unhand the Lady, and defend thy ſelf. Dram. 
Koeb. What! Knight - Errants in this Country! Now has 


the Devil very opportunely ſent me a Throat to cut; pray . 


Heaven his Pockets be well lin d. [ Quits em they go of, 
Have at thee St. George for England. —{T hey fight after ſome paſſe: 
My Friend Lovewell!  [Roeb. fart; back, and pauſei. 
Love. My dear Roebuck! [Fling down their Snords, and embract. 
Shall I believe my Eyes? 5 
Roeb. You may believe your Ears; tis I, be gad. : 
Love, Why, thy being in London is ſuch a myſtery, that! 
mult have the evidence of more Senſes than one to confirm me 
of its truth.—— But pray unfold the Riddle, | 
Koeb. Why faith tis a Riddle. You wonder at it before 
the Explanation, then wonder more at your ſelf for not gueſ- 
ſing it. What is the univerſal Cauſe of the continued Evils 
-of Mankind? 3 | ; 
Love. The univerſal Cauſe of our continued Evils, is the 
Devil ſure. S | 
Roeb. No, tis the Fleſh, Ned That very Woman that 
Farr: us all out of Paradiſe, has ſent me a packing out of Jre- 
Love. How ſo? 3 2 
Koeb. Only taſting the forbidden Fruit, that was all. 
Love. Is ſimple Fornication become ſo great a Crime there, 
as to be puniſhable by no leſs than Baniſhment ? 1 
ERoeb. 1 gad, mine was double Fornication, Ned,-—— The 
Jade was ſo pregnant to bear Twins, the Fruit grew in clu- 
ters ; and my unconſcionable Father, becauſe I was a Rogue 
in debauching her , wou'd make me a Fool by wedding her : 


But I wou'd not marry a Whore, and he wou'd not own a 


dilobedient Son, and fo— 
Love, But was ſhe a Gentlewoman? af 
Roeb. Pſhaw ! No, ſhe had no Fortune. She wore indeed 
a Silk Manteau and High-Head ; but theſe are grown as little 
ſigns of Gentility now-a-days, as that is of Chaſtity. 
Love. But what neceſſity forc'd you to leave the Kingdom? 
KReoeb. II tell you. Jo ſhun th'inſulting Authority of an 
incens d Father, the dull and oſten- repeated Advice of imper- 
tinent Relations, the continual Clamours of a furious Woman, 
and the ſhrill Bawling of an ill natur d Baſtard. From all 
which, Good Lord deliver me. e Love. 
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; Love and a Bottle. 7 


Love. And ſo you left them to grand Dada !—-lg, ha, ha. 
Roeb, Heaven was pleaſed to leſſen my Affliction, by taking 
away the She-brat ; but the tother is, 1 hope, well, becauſe 
a brave Boy, whom I chriſten d Edward, after thee, Lowewell ; 
I made bold to make my Man ſtand for you, and your Siſter 
ſent her Maid to give her Name to my Daughter. N 
Love. Now you talk of my Siſter, pray how does ſhe! 
Reeb. Dear Lovewell, a very Miracle of Beauty and Good- 


| 9 neſs —But 1 don't like her. 


Love. Why? 1 
Roeb. She's Virtuous ;——and I think Beauty and Virtue 


are as ill joined as Lewdnefs and Uglineſs. 


Lov. But I hope your Arguments could not make her a Pro- 


ſelyte to this Profeſſion, 


Reeb. Faith I endeavour d it; but that plaguy Honour 


Damn it for a whim. Were it as honourable for Women 
to be Whores, as Men to be Whore-maſters, we ſhou'd have 
Lewdneſs as great a Mark of Quality among the Ladies, as 
tis now among the Lords. _ | 


Loe. What! do yowhold no innate Principle of Vertue 


in Women? | 


Roeh. 1 hold an innate Principle of Love in them: Their 


= Paſſions are as great as ours, their Reaſan weaker. We ad- 
© mire them, and conſequently they muſt us. And I tell thee 
once more, That had Women no ſafe-guard but your innate 
Principle of Vertue, honeſt George Roebuck wou'd have lain 
3 _ your Siſter , Ned, and ſhoud enjoy a Countels before 
© night, . . 


Love, But methinks, George, *twas not fair to tempt my 


* o 

* 2 85 ; 

E Siſter 
7, 4 * by 


Koeb. Methinks twas not fair of thy Siſter, Ned, to tempt 


; me. As ſhe was thy Siſter, I had no deſign upon her; but as 
| the's a pretty Woman, I could ſcarcely forbear her, were ſhe 
my own. 


Love. But, upon ſerious reflection, Cou'd not you have liv'd 


better at home by turning thy W hore into his Wife, than here 


by turning other Mens Wifes into Whores? There are Mer- 


| chants Ladies in London, and you mult trade with them, for 
| ought] ee. 


Koeb. Ay, but is the Trade open? Is the Manufacture in- 


courag d, od Boy? 


Lyve. Oh, wonderfully ?——a great many poor people live 
byt. Tho' the Husbands are for engroſſing the Trade, the 
Wives are altogether for encouraging Interlopers. But I hope 
you have brought ſome {mall Stock to ſet up with, » : 
; | | 08 4 


8 5 Love and a Bottle. 


_.. Roeb. The greatneſs of my wants, which wou'd force me to 

_ diſcover em, makes me bluſh to own em. [4fide.] Why 
faith, Ned, 1 had a great Journey from Ireland hither, and 
8 burthen my ſelf with no more than juſt neceſſary il 
Cnarges. „V 15 
Love. Oh, then you have brought Bills. E 
 Kveb, No faith. Exchange of Money from Dublin hither, 
is ſo unreaſonable high, that N 5 
Love, What ! e . 3 A 
Roeb. That——LZoons, I have not one farthing—— Now 
yo anderftand-me:; 11 nn: 277 „„ _- 
| Lowe. No faith, I never underſtand one that comes in for- We 
md pauperis; I han't ſtudy'd the Law fo long for nothing, 
But what Proſpe& can you propoſe of a Supply? 1 
Roeb. I'Il tell you. When you appear'd, I was juſt thank- We 
ing my Stars for ſending me a Throat to cut, and conſequent - 


ly a Purſe: But my knowledge of you prevented me of that . | 


way, and therefore I think you're oblig'd in return to aſſiſt me 
by ſome better means. You were once an honeſt Fellow; 
but long ſtudy in the Inns may alter a Man ſtrangely, as 
ou ſay | 
; 1 No, dear Noebuck, I'm ſtill a friend to thy Vertues, 
and eſteem thy Follics as Foils only to ſet them off, I did 
but rally you; and to convince you, here are ſome Pieces, 
ſhare of what I have about me: Take them as earneſt of my 
farther ſupply ; you know my Eſtate ſufficient to maintain 
us both, it you will either reſtrain your Extravagancies, or! 
retrench my neceſſaries. 3 „ : 
 Roeb. Thy profeſſion of Kindneſs is ſo great, that I cou'd al- 
molt ſuſpect it of Deſign, But come, Friend, 1 am heartily W 
tir'd with the fatigue- of my Journey, beſides a violent Fit of 
Sickneſs, which detain'd me a Month at Coventry, to the ex- 
hauſting of my Health and Money. Let me only recruit by a 
Reliſh of the Town in Love and a Bottle, and then 
Oh Heav'ns! and Earth! [As they are going off, Roebuck 
WIS | 1 = ſtarts back ſurprix d. 
Love. What's the matter, Man? Fe ĩ 
Koeb. Why! Death and the Devil; or, what's worſe, a Wo- 
man and a Child. Oons! don't you ſee Mrs, Tradge with 
wy Baſtard in her Arms croſſing the Field towards us? —— 
Oh the indefatigable Whore, to follow me all the way to 
London] 8 | | | 
Love. Mrs. Trudge! my old Acquaintance! — 
Reb. Ay, ay, the very ſame ; your old Acquaintance ; and 
jor ought I know, you might have clubb d about Ring the 
| 95 


Brats. 


Love and a Bottle. 9 
Love: Tis but reaſonable then I ſhou'd pay ſhare at the 
Reckoning. III help to provide for her; in the mean time, 

on had beſt retire.Bruſh, conduct this Gentleman to my 
Lodeings, and run from thence to Widow Bullfinch's , w_ 
provide a Lodging with her for a Friend of mine. Fly, 
and come back preſently— - [Exit Roeb. and Bruſh, 
oB; my Friend comes to Town like the Great Turł to the 
Field, attended by his Concubines and Children; and I'm 
afraid theſe are but part of his Retinue.— But hold 
l ſhan't be able to ſuſtain the ſhock of this Woman's Fury. 


4 
* 
* 
* 
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| 15 prize her . | | 

& Enter Trudge, with 4 Child trying. 
BZ Huſh, huſh, huſh——And indeed it was a young Travel- 
ler. And what woud it ſay? It-ſays that Daddy is a 
= falſe Man, a cruel Man, and an ungrateful Man. In troth 


Creature? Huſh, huſh, huſh——Was ever poor Woman 
in ſuch a lamentable condition? immediately after the pains 
of one Travail, to undergo the fatigues of another! — But 
m ſure, he can never do well; for tho I can't find him, my 
Curſes, and the Miſery. of this Babe, will certainly reach him. 


thou got there? „ 6 
& Trad. Oh Lord! Mr. Lovewell ! I'm very glad to ſee you; 
and yet am aſham'd to ſee you. But indeed he promis'd 
to marry me, [Crying] and you know Mr. Lyvewell, that he's 


ſuch a handiome Man, and has ſo many ways of inſinuating, 


that the frailty of Woman's Nature could not reſiſt him. 


LY 


ambiguous Terms. 0 
Trad. Ah, Mr. Lovewell! I'm ſure you have ſeen Mr. Roe- 
let, and I'm ſure twould be the firſt thing he wou'd tell you. 


| to deal. ſo barbarouſly with any Woman that had us d him 


| | my own born Brother, 1 | 1 
| Love. Oh then I find kiſſing goes by favour, Mrs. Trudge. 
Trad. Faith you're all alike, you Men are alike, — Poor 


to a hair; and you know he has a very good Noſe; and the 
little Pigſnye has Mamma's Mouth. Oh the little cd] 


iQ $5 DU: = 


rl withdaw till ſhe has diſcharged her firſt Volley, then ſur- n 
ſo he is, my dear Child. — What ſhall I do with it, poor 


Love. Methinks I ſhou'd know that Voice—{ Moving for ward. 
= What! Mrs. Trudge! and in London! whoſe brave Boy halt 


{ Love, What's all this: A handſome Man! Ways of in- 
ſinuating! Frailty of Nature! — I don't underſtand theſe 


| Lrefer it to you, Mr. Lovewell, if he is not anungrateful Man, 


| fo civilly. I was kinder to him than 1 wou'd have been to 


Child! he's as like his own Dadda, as if he were ſpit out of 
his mouth. See, Mr. Lovewell, if he has not Mr. Reebuck's Noſe 


10 3 GY 4 Bottle, 
and tis the beſt natur'd little Dear way ggles and Biſſes it.] 
—— And wou'd, it ask its God- father Bleſſing? Indeed, 
Mr. Lovewell, I believe the Child knows you. ; 
Love. Ha, ha, ha! Well, I will give it my Bleſſing, [Gize; 
it Gola. 
(As he gives her the Gold, enter Lucinda and Pindrefz 

who ſeeing them ſtand, abſcond. 
8 Madam, III firſt ſettle you in a Lodging and then 
find the falſe Man, as you call bim. [E Exit Love, 
Lucinda and Pindreſs come forward. 

. The falſe Man is found already. Was there ever 
ſuch a 21 Diſcovery ?——My care for his preſervatioy 
brought me back, ant” now beholdghow my kindneſs is re- 
turn 4 —beir Fighting was a downright trick to frighten 
me from the place, thereby to afford him opportunity of en- 
tertaining his Whore and Brat. 

Pin, Your conjecture, Madam, bears a colour; for looking 
back, I could perceive em talking very familiarly ; ſo that 
they cou d not be Strangers as their d Quarrel would 
intimate. 


Luc. Tis all true as he is falſe —— What! lighted ! de- 


ſpis'd | my honourable Love truck'd for a (dbrrrh | Oh VIl- 
lain | Epitome of thy Sex !——But T1 be reveng'd. I'II mar- 
ry the firſt Man that asks me the Queſtion ; n 8 he ke 

i ' dubianded Soldier, or a poor Poet, or a "ſeokcics Fop;— 

| Nay, tho' impotent, III marry him. 

Pin. Oh Madam! that's to be reveng'd on your ſelf. 

Luc. I care not, Fool! I {deſerve puniſhment for my Cre- 
dulity, as much as he for his Falſhood.— And you deſerve 
it too, Minx ; your perſuaſions drew me to this Afſignation : 
J never lov'd the falſe Man. 7 I 

Pin. That's falſe, I'm ſure. Al. 

Luc. But you thought to get <a piece of Gold. We 
ſhall have him giving you Money on the fame ſcore, he wasfo 
liberal to his Whore Juſt now, [Walks about in Paſſion 

Enter Lovewell. 

Love. So much for Friendſhip——now for my Love.—1 


han't trangreſſed much ——Oh, there ſhe ie. — 9 my An- 
el! [Kan, to ber. 


Luc. Oh thou Devil i=— 7: [Starts back. 

Love, Not unleſs you damn me, Madam. e 

Tuc. Youre damn d already; you're a Man. | 
[Exit puſhing Pindres. 


Love. You're a Woman, ['ll be ſworn, —Hey day! what 


giddy Female Planet rules now! By the Lord, theſe” Women 
ale 


Love and a Bottle. 11 
are like their Maidenheads, no ſooner found than loſt.— Here, 


Bruſh, run after Pindreſs, and know the occaſion of this. 
[Bruſh run. stay, come back.——Zoons, I'm a Fool; 


* Bruſh. That's the firſt wife word you have ſpoken theſe two | 


months. | 
Hi—_ . 5 : 
Bruſh. Your Pardon, Sir; I'm in down-right earneſt, — 


x in with his Miſtreſs. 1 can bear it no longer. 
| Love. Sirrab, what are you mumbling ? . 
Bruſh. A ſhort Prayer before I depart, Sir. I have been 


Love, Hold, you ſhan't leaye me, 
Bruſh, Sir, you can't be my Maſter, 
Love, Why ſo? © 


let her go, and a fair riddance. Who throws away a Teſter 


1s a blind Gunner, Had he ſhot as many Darts as I have 
carry'd Billets Deux, he wou'd bave laid ber kicking with her 
heels up e er now. In ſhort, Sir, my Patience is worn to the 
ſtumps with attending ; my ſhoes and Stockings are upon their 
| laſt Legs with trudging between you, I have ſweat out all 

my Moiſture of my Hand with palming your clammy Letters 
upon her. Ihave— _ „„ 

Love. Hold, Sir, your trouble is now at an end, for I deſign 
to marry her, 


thing but a Wife? 


Live, Do you think, Raskal, I wou d have taken ſo much 


pains to make her a Miſs? FFF | 
Bruſh. No, Sir; the tenth part on't wou'd ha done. 
But if you are reſfoly'd to marry, God b'w'ye: 
Love. What's the matter now, Sirrah! _ 


4 


Bruſh, Why, the matter will be, that 1 muſt then Pimp for 


r,——Hark ye, Sir, what have you been doing all this while, 


look before you leap. You have a tickliſh Point to manage. 
Can you tell, Sir, what's her Quarrel to you now? 
ve, T can't imagine, I don t remember that ever I of- 


ended her, 
_ 1 Bruſh, 


Love. Trouble me with your untimely Jeſts, dirrah, and 


Tis a leſs Slavery to be Apprentice to a famous Clap-Surgeon, 
than to a Lover. He falls out with me, becauſe he can't fall 


theſe three Years your Servant, but now, Sir, I'm your humble 
Servant, 5 1 85 | [Bows as going. 


| Bruſh, Becauſe you're not your own Maſter; yet one would 
| think you might, for you have loſt your Miſtreſs. Oons, Sir, 


and a Miſtreſs , loſes Six pence. That little Pimping Cupid 


Bruſh. And have you courted her theſe three Years for no- 


but teaching her the way to Cuckold ye? Take care, Sir; 
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12 : Love and a Bottle. 
- Bruſh, That's it, Sir. She reſolves to put your eaſineſs to 
the Teſt now , that ſhe may with more ſecurity rely upon't 
hereafter. Always ſuſpect thoſe Women of Deſigns that 
are for ſearching into the Humours of their Courtiers ; for 
they certainly intend to try them when they're marry'd. - 
Love. How cam'(t thou ſuch an Engeneer in Love? 
Bruſh. 1 have ſprung ſome Mines in my time, Sir; and ſince 
I have trudg'd fo long about your amorous Meſſages, I have 
more Intrigue in the Sole of my Feet, than ſome Blockheads BR 
in their whole Body. | = 
Love. Sirrah, have you ever diſcover'd any Behaviour in this 
Lady, to occaſion this ſuſpicious Diſcourſe ? _ | BW | 
| Bruſh. Sir, has this Lady ever diſcover'd any Behaviour of 
yours to occaſion this ſuſpicious Quarrel ? I believe the Lady 
has as much of the innate Principle of Virtue (as the Gentle- 
man ſaid) as any Woman: But that Baggage, her Atten- 
dant, is about raviſhing her Ladies Page every hour. Tis 
an old Saying, Like aſter, like Man; why not as well, lit 
Miſtreſs, like Maid? „„ - 
Love. Since thou art for trying Humours, have with you, 
Madam Lucinda. Beſides, ſo fair an opportunity offers, that 
Fate ſeem d to deſign it. Have you left the Gentleman at 
my Lodging? | 7 Bo 
Bruſh, Yes, Sir, and Sent a Porter to his Inn to bring his 
things thither. | „ 
Love. That's right. Love, like other Diſeaſes, muſt ſome- 
times have a deſperate Cure. The School of Venus impoſcs 
the ſtrict Diſcipline ; And awful Cpid is a chaſtning T 
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He whips leyerely. 15 
Bruſh, No, not if we kiſs the Rod. __ [Exemt, 


The End of the Firſt ACT. 
"ACT Þ © 
SCENE, Lovewell's Lodgings. 


Enter Lovewell, Rocbuck dreſs'd, and Bruſh. 
Love. (Y my Conſcience, the fauning Creature loves you. 
8 Koeb. Ay, the conſtant effects of debauching a Wo- 
man are, that ſhe infallibly loves the Man for doing the bu- 
ſineſs, and he certainly hates her. But what Company 5 
the like to have at this ſame Widow's, Bruſh, 


Bruſh 


| Love and a Bottle, 13 


Bruſh. Oh the beſt of Company, Sir; a Poet lives there, Sir, 
Loeb. They re the worſt eee e for they're ill natur d. 
Bruſb. Ay, Sir, but it does no Body any harm; for theſe 

Fellows that get Bread by their Wits are always forc'd to eat 

their words. They mutt be good natur'd, iſpigſit of their 

Teeth, Sir. Tis {aid he pays his Lodging by cracking ſome 

ſmutty Jeſts with his Landlady over-night ; for (he's very well 

pleas d with his Natural Parts. [While Reb. 4:d B-uſh talk, 
 Lovewell ſeems to project Jomething by bimſelf. 

Roeb. What other Lodgers are there? 

Bruſh, One newly enter d, a young Squire, Juſt come from 
the Univerſity. 
ERoeb. A meer peripatetick, I warrant him. —A very pret- 
ty Family; a Heathen Philoſopher, n Engliſh Poet, and an 
E Jriſh Whore. Had the Landlady but an Highland pip er to 
join with em, the might ſet up for a Collection of Monſters. 
——Any body within? [Slaps Lovewell on the Shoulder. 

Love. Yes, you are my Friend. All my Thoughts were 
employ'd about you. In ſhort, I have one Requelt to make, 
That you would renounce your looſe wild Courſes, and oo 
a ſober Life, as l do. 

Roeb, That 1 will, if you'll grant me a Boon. 

Love. You ſhall have it, be't what 1t will. 

Roeb. That you wou'd relinq nih your preciſe fober Beha⸗ 
viour, and live like a Gentleman, as I do. 

Love. That I can t grant. 

Roeb. Then we're off: Tho ſhou'd your Women prove no 
better than your Wine, my Debaucheries will fall of them- 
ſelves, for want of Temptation. 

E Love, Our Women are worſe than our Wine ; our Claret 
has but little of the French in't, but our Wenches have the De- 
vil and all: They are both adulterated; to prevent ihe in- 

5 of which, III provide you an honourable Mis 

lirefs 

Noch. An honourable Miſtreſs! what's that! 7 
| Love. A vertuous Lady, whom you mult love and court ; 
| the ſureſt method of reclaiming you. As thus: - Thofe 
ſuperfluous Pieces you throw away in Wine, may be laid 
[Ut — . 

Roeb. To the Poor? 5 
| Love. No, no: In Sweet-Powder. Cravats, Garters, 8 snuff- 
boxes, Ribbons, Coach-hire, and Chair- hire. Thoſe idle Hours 
IWhich you miſpend with lewd en Wenches, muſt 
be dedicated 
Reb, To the Church? ? 
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14 Love and a Bottle. | 
Lo. No; to the innocent and charming Converſation of 
your vertuous Miſtreſs; by which means, the two moſt exor- 
— | mma: Drinking and Whoring , will be re- 
trench' | 3 | 
 Reeb. A very fine Retrenchment truly! 1 muſt firſt deſpiſe 
the honeſt jolly Converſation at the Tavern, for the foppiſh, 
affected, dull, inſipid Entertainment at the Chocolate-houſe ; 
muſt quit my freedom with ingenious Company, to harneſs 
my ſelf to Foppery among the fluttering crowd of Cupid's Li- 
very-boys, — The ſecond Article is, That I mult reſign the 
Company of lewd Women for that of my innocent Miſtreſs ; 
that is, I muſt change my eaſie natural ſin of Wenching, to 
that conſtrain d debauchery of Lying and Swearing,— | 
The many Lies and Oaths that I made to thy Siſter, will go 
nearer to damn me, than if 1 had enjoy d her a hundred 
times over. ; 5 8 

Low. Oh Roebuck! your Reaſon will maintain the contra · 
ry, when you're in Love. 

Roeb, That is, when I have loſt my Reaſon ; Come, come, 
a Wench, a Wench! a ſoft, white, eaſe, conſenting Crea- 
ture Prithee, Ned, leave Muſtineſs, and ſhew me the 
Varieties of the Town. | . 

Lov. A Wench is the leaſt Variety Look out — See 
what a numerous Train trip along the Street there 

Ret 5 [Pointing out mardi. 
Koeb. Oh Venus! all theſe fine ſtately Creatures ! 
Fare you well, Ned. — [Runs out; Lovew. catches him, 
85 VV and palls him back. 
Prithee let me go; Tis a Deed of Charity; I'm quite 
ſtarvd. III juſt take a ſnap, and be with you in the twink- 
ling As you're my Friend — I muſt go. 

Lov. Then we muſt break for all together, —— Quits him. 
le that will leave his Friend for a Whore, I reckon 2 
Commoner in Friendſhip as in Love. 

Roeb. If you ſaw how ill that ſerious Face becomes a Fel- 
low of your Years, you would never wear it again. Youth is 

taking in any Maſquerade but Gravity. „„ 
Lov. Tho Lewdneſs ſuits much worſe with your Circum- 
7 Ep V 
Koeb. Ay, theſe Circumſtances! Damn theſe Circumſtan- 
ces. There he has hamſtring d me. This Poverty! how 
it makes a Man ſneak !-— Well, prithee let's know this de- 
viliſh Vertuous Lady. By the Circumſtances of my Body, | 
ſhall ſoon be off or on with her. 3 
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Love and a Bottle, 15 
Lov. Know then for thy utter Condemnation , that ſhe's 
a Lady of Eighteen, Beautiful, Witty, and nicely Ver- 
tuous. | 3" .28 | 
Reeb. A Lady of Eighteen ! Good, —Beautiful! Better 
Witty !—Beſt of all——Now with theſe three Qualifications, 
if ſhe be nicely vertuous, then F1l henceforth adore every 
things that wears a Petticoat—Witty and Vertuous ! Ha, ha, 
ha. Why, tis as inconſiſtent in Ladies as Gentlemen; and 
were I to debauch one for a Wager, her Wit ſhould be my 
Bawd—— Come, come the forbidden Fruit was pluck'd from 


the Tree of Knowledge, Boy. 


Love. Right.—But there was a cunninger Devil than you, to 
tempt,—T'll aſſure you George, your Rhetorick wou d fail you 
here; ſhe wou'd worſt you af your own Weapons. 

| _ Ay, or any Man in England, if ſhe be Eighteen, as 

ou fay : | Ate | 

: Lowe, Have a care, Friend, this Satyr will get you torn in 

pieces by the Females; you'll fall into Orphess's Fate. 

Koeb. Orpheus was a Blockhead, and deſcry'd his Fate, 
Koch. Becauſe he went to Hell for a Wife, 
Lov. This happens right —(A/de.)—--But you ſhall go to 

Heav'n for a Miſtreſs, you ſhall court this Divine Creature— 

I don't deſire you to fall in Love with her; 1 don't intend 

you ſhou'd marry her neither : But you muſt be convinc'd of 

the Chaſtity of the Sex ; tho' it you ſhou'd conquer her, the 

Spoil, you Rogue, will be glorious, and infinitely wortk the 

pe acne. 8 REY 

- Roeb. Ay, but Ned, my Circumſtances, my Circum- 
Lov. Come, you ſhan't want Money. Echoes 92055 

Reb. Then I dare attempt it. Money is the Sinews of Love, 


1 


as of War. Gad, Friend thou art the braveſt Pimp I ever 


heard of —— Well, give me Directions to fail by, the Name 


th 


| of my Port, lade my Pockets, and then for the Cape of Good 


Hope. = | 3 5 

3 Lov. You need no Directions as to the manner of Court - 
Roeb. No; I have ſeen ſome few Principles, on which my 

Courtſhip's founded, which ſeldom fail. To let a Lady rely 


upon my Modefty , but to depend my ſelf altogether upon 
| my Impudence; to uſe a Miſtreſs like a Deity in publick , 


but like a Woman in private : To be as cautious then of 


asking an impertinent Queſtion, as afterwards of telling a 


dtory ; remembring , that the Tongue is the only Member 


16 Love and a Bottle. 
that can't burt a Lady $ Honour, tho touch d to the tender 

A 
, Lov, Oh! 1 but to a Friend, Gauge; vou 1 tell A Friend 
your Success. 

Roe b. No, not to her very ſelf; it muſt be as private as De- 
yotion. ——No blabbing unleſs a ſquaw ling Brat peeps out to Þ 17 
tell Tales. But where lies my Cour ſe? N 

Dow. Bruſh ſhall ſnew you the Houſe ;; the Lady's Name 
is Lucinda; her Father and Mother dead; ſhe's Heireſs to 
Twelve Hundred a Veär : But above all, "obſerve this: She 
has a Page which you mult get on your ſide; Iis a very 
pretty Boy; T pteſented him to the Lady about a Fortnight 
ag; he's your Country-man too; he brought me a Letter 
from my Se * 1 have about nie——Here, you may 
read it. . 

Rob. Ay, tis her band; 1 know it well; and 1 almoſt 
| bluſh to ſee it. HO eee e eee . 
| Reads]. Deer Brother; 14212 
A Lady of my Acquaintance lately his, 5 me as her lat 
| Requeſt, to provide for this Boy, who was her Page. I hope! v 
| Gave obs y d my Friend's laſt Command, and oblig d a Tithe by Þ. C 
ſending him to you. Pray diſpoſe of him as much as you can n for = fi 
* Ne ll Wien: are well, and I am * 


= Your affeRionate Sifter, Lene, 
| Wor be RY Lande talks to Bruſh, and gives 
ii fome Direction ſeemingly. 

A Friends are well; Is that all? Not a word of poor 
Roebuck, — I wonder ſhe mention d nothing of my Misfor- 
tunes to her Brother. But ſhe has forgot me already. True 
Woman fil Well, T may excuſe 9285 for I'm e all 
fie haſte 1 can to forget her. 2 

Lov: Be ſure you have an Eye upon him, and come to me 
Wh at Widow Bullfinch's— (To Braſh. )— Well, 
George, you-won't communicate your Succeſs? _ 7 (Afue. 

Reeb. You may gueſs what you pleaſe —— I'm as merry WW 
after a Miſtreſs as after a Bottle. All Air; brimfell. of Joy, = 
like a Bumper of Claret, ſmiling and ſparkling, 6510 It 
Tos, Then you U certainly run over. LIE 

Keb. 8 no, nor ſhall I drink to any body— F 
10 155 n? Ereunt ſeveral [a 
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Love and a Bottle. 17 


$ CEN E changes to 4 Dining- room in Widow Bulfinch's Houſe, 


A Flute, Muſickł-· bool upon the Table; 4 Caſe of Toys hanging 


I —_— 


Enter Rigadoon the Dancin - Maſter , eating. in Mockmode by 


both hands; as teaching him the Minuet; 
mode dances awkardly; Club follows, ; 
Rig. Tal——dal——deral——One——Two.——Tal—-- 
dal——deral——Coupe——Tal——dal——deral—Very 
Well——dal——deral——Wrong.-—Tal-— dal—---deral 
Joes out——Tal——dal——deral— Obſerve Time :;— 


fings and Mock- 


Very well indeed, Sir; you ſhall dance as well as any Man 


in England; you have an excellent Diſpoſition in your Limbs, 
Sir—— Obſerve me, Sir. 1 


(Here the Maſter dances a new Minuet; and at every 
Cur Club makes an awkard Imitation by leaping up. 


And ſoforth, Sir. = WES 
Mock, I'm afraid we ſhall diſturb my Landlady, 
_ Rig. Landlady! You muſt have a care of that; ſhe'll ne- 


ver pardon you.-— Landlady ! ——Every Woman, from a 


Counteſs to a Kitchin-wench, is Madam; and every Man, 
from a Lord to a Lacquey,' S. 
_ Muſt I then loſe my Title of Squire, Squire Mock- 
mode, | 
Rig, By all Means, Sir; Squire and Fool are the ſame 
thing here, 8 as 4 2 
Mock. That's very Comical, Faith !——But is there an Act 


ol Parliament for that, Mr. Rigadoon *— Well, ſince I can't 
be a Squire, PII do as well; I have a great Eſtate, and want 
only to be a great Beau to qualifie me either for a Knight or a 


Lord. By the Univerſe, I have a great mind to bind my ſelf 
Prentice to a Beau. Cou'd I but dance well, puſh well 


play upon the Flute, and ſwear the moſt modiſh Oaths, I 
wou d ſet up for Quality with cer a young Nobleman of em 
all. Pray what are the moſt faſhionable Oaths in Town? 


Loons, I take it, is a very becoming one © 
Rig. Loons is only us'd by the disbanded Officers and Bul- 


lies: But Zauns is the Beaux Pronunciation. 


Mock. Launs —— _ 
Clab, Zauns,— | 3 | . 
Ris, Ves, Sir, we ſwear as we dance; ſmooth, and with 


a Cadence. Zauns! Tis harmonious, and pleaſes the La- 


dies, becauſe tis ſoſt.— Zauns, Madam—--18 the only Com- 
pliment our great Beaux paſs on a Lady. 
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18 Love and a Bottle. 


8 _ But ſuppoſe a Lady ſpeaks to me, what muſt 1 
ay | 3 
Rig. Nothing, Sir vou muſt take Snuſh, grin, and make 
her an humble Cringe— Thus: 

[He bons Foppiſhly, and takes Snuſh ; Mockmode imi- 

. ' tates him awhardly; and taking Snuſh, ſneezes, 

Rig. O Lard, Sir, you muſt never ſneeze; tis as unbecom- 
10g after Orangere, as Grace after Meat. 
Mock. I thought People took it to clear the Brain. 

Rig. The Beaux have no Brains at all, Sir; their Skull is a 
perfect Snuſh-box; and 1 heard a Phyſician ſwear , who 
open'd one of em, that the three Diviſions of his Head were 
hil'd with Orangere, Bourgamot, and Plain-Spaniſh. 
Mock. Zauns, I muſt fneeze——(Seezes)——Blels me. 

Rig. O fie, Mr. Mockmode ! What a ruſtical Expreſſion 
that is ?——Bleſs me ——You ſhou'd upon all ſuch Occa- 
ſions cry, Dem me. You wou'd be as nauſeous to the La- 
cies, as one of the old Patriarchs, if you us'd that obſolete = 
Expreſſion.” 

Clab, I find that going to the Devil is very modiſh in this 
Town——Pray, Maſter Dancing-Maſter, what Religion may 
theſe Beaux be of? | | 

Rig. A ſort of Indians in their Religion, they worſhip the 
gin Thing they ſee in the Morning. FRO 

Mock. What's that, Sir? 

Rig. Their own Shadows in the Glaſs ; and fome of em 
ſuch Helliſh Faces, that may frighten em into Devotion. 

p Mock. Then they are Indians right, for they worſhip the 
Fey ö . 5 
Eig. Then you fhall be as great a Beau as any of em. But 

vou mult be ſure to mind your Dancing. i 


Aok. Is not Muſick very convenient too ?—lT can play the 
Bells and Maiden Fair already. Alamire, Bifabemi, Ceſolfa, 
Delaſol, Ela, Effaut, Geſolreut. I bave em all by heart al- 
ready. But I have been plaguily puzzl'd about the Etymo- 
logy of theſe Notes; and certainly a Man cannot arrive at 
any Perfection, unleſs he underſtands the Derivation of the 
Terms, = REF „ 
Rig. O Lard, Sir! That's eaſie. Effaut and Geſolreut were 
two famous German Muſicians, and the reſt were Zalians 
Mock. But why are they only ſeven ? on Ds. 
Rig, From a prodigious great Baſs-Viol with ſeven Strings, 
that play'd a Jig call d the Auſick of the Spheres'; The ſeven 
- Planets were nothing but Fiddle-ſtrings. ; 
Mock, Then your Stars have made you a Dancing Maſter! 
Es WE 


Love and p Bottle. 8 19 


= Zig; O Lard, Sir! Pythagoras was a Dancing-Maſter; he 
Z ſhews the Creation to be a Country Dance, where after ſome 
Antick Changes, all the Parts fell into their places, and there 
they ſtand ready, till the next ſqueak ofa Philoſopher's Fiddle 
ſets them a dancing again. © | | 

ub. Sir, here comes the Puſhing-Maſter. 

Eig. Then Ill be gone. But you muſt have a care of 
= puſhing, twill ſpoil the Niceneſs of your Steps. Learn a 
Flouriſn or two; and that's all a Beau can have Occaſion 


1 LEY Enter Nimblewrift. 

Mock. Oh, Mr. Nimblenriſt! I crave you ten thouſand Par- 
E dons, by the Univerſe, | | | 
EF Nimb. That was a home Thruſt, Good Sir, I hope you're 
ſor a Breathing this Morning. [Takes down a Foyl.] — LIl aſ- 
E ſure you, Mr. Moc mode, you will make an excellent Swordſ- 
man; you're as well ſhap'd for Fencing as any Man in Eu- 
rope. The Duke of Burgundy is juſt of your Make; he puſhes 
the fineſt of any Man in France. Sa, ſa— like Light- 
ming. 


ſword 1s the beſt Play. 1 7 

: - * Oh Lard, Sir !-—Haye you ever been in France, 
Mock. No, Sir; but I underſtand the Geography of it.—-- 
| France is bounded on the North with the Rhine. 5 
| MNimb. No, Sir; a Frenchman is bounded on the North with 
Quart, on the South with Tierce and ſo forth, Tis a Noble 
Art, Sir; and every one that wears a Swcrd is oblig d by his 


Tenure to learn. The Rules of Honour are engrav'd on my 
| Hilt, and my Blade muſt maintain em. My Sword's my 


Herald, and the bloody Hand my Coat of Arms. RG. 
g _ And how long have you profeſs d this Noble Art, 
 Nimb. Truly, Sir, I ſerv'd an Apprenticeſhip to this 
Trade, Sir. FT OT ED 
Mack. What are ye a Corporation then? 8 
Mm. Yes, Sir; the Surgeons have taken us into theirs, 
becauſe we make ſo much Work for em. — But, as I was 
lelling you, Sir, I profeſs'd this Science till the Wars broke 


out : But then, when every body got Commiſſions , I put in 


for one, ſerv'd the Campaigns in Flanders ; and when the 
Peace broke out, was disbanded ; ſo among a great many 
other poor Rogues, am forc'd to betake to my old Trade. 
Now the publick Quarrel's ended, I live by private ones., I 
R 1 we 


Mock, I'm much in love with Fencing : But, I think, Back» 
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2 Breaſt-plate there he calls the But of Honour, at which all 


20 Love nd a FRA 


live till by dying, as the Song goes, Sir. While we. have K 
Engliſh Courages, French Honour and Spaniſh Blades among E 
us, 1 ſhall live, . 5 
Mock. Surely your Sword and Skill did the King great Ser- te 
vice abroad. wy V 
Nimb. Yes, Sir; I kill'd above fifteen of our own Offices Mc 
by private Duels 1 in the Camp, Sir; kill'd em fairly; kills g 
em Aer Sir, da, fa, fa, fa.” Parry, parry, parry, — * 
[ He puſhes Mockmode on the Ribs ; he ſtrikes bre v. 
wriſt over the Head, and breaks the Foil. = 
Club. What's the Name of that Thruſt, pray, Sir? re 
- Nimb. Oh Lard, Sir ! he did not touch me not in the lea, D 
| Sir, The Foil was crackd, a palpable Crack, 15 
Blood runs down bis Fa, D 
 Oub. A very palpable Crack, ux. Your Skull i is only 
cracked, palpably crack d thats all. 5 
Meck. Well, Sir, if you pleaſe to teach me my Honours I 
My Dancing-maſter has forbid me any more, let 1 {houll Hal! 


diſcompoſe my ſteps. Va 
N. mb. Your Dancing-mafter is a Blockhead, Sir. me 
2 3 Enter Rigadooͤn yo 
Rip. 1 forgot my Gloves, and ſo i 
e 74% Oh Sir! he calls you Blockhead by the Univerſe 15 
g. Zauns, Sir Foppiſblj y, 


e Zoons, Sir.. [Bluffſhly. 

Rig. J have more Wit! in the Sole of my Foot, than you han 
| in oh whole Body. K 
Nimb. Ay, Sir; you Canmecrs dance all your Brains into 
your Heels, which makes you carry ſuch empty Noddies 
Your Rationat's revers'd, carrying yo Underſtandings in 
mY Legs. Your Wit is the Perſe ect Antipodes to other 

ens, 

Rig. And what are you, good Mooſieur, fa, ſa? Stall | 
upon your Guard, Mr. Meockmode, he's the greateſt falſifier in 
bis Art; he'll fill your Head fo full of French Principles of 
Honour , that you won't have one of Honeſty. left. His 


the Fools in the N ſhoot, and not one can hit the 
Mar K. . 4 

5 "Nimb. 'You talk of Robin Hood, wha: never hoe in bis Bow J 
Sir Lou Dancers are the Battledoors of the Nation, that. 
toſs the light Foppiſh Shuttlecocks to and agen, to get your hin 
ſelves in beat. Have a care, Mr. Mockmode ; 3 this Fel. 
low will make a mere Graſhopper of ;you,— Sir, you're tlic 
grand Pimp-to Foppery and Lewdneſs; and the 'Devil — are 
a Dar 


2 Dancing -maſter, dance a Corante over the whole King- 
| _ A Pimp, Sir! What then, Sir? I engage Couples in- 
to the Bed of Love, but you match em into the Bed of Honour. 
We only juggle People out of their Chaſtity, but you cheat 
em out of their Lives. We ſhall have you, Mr. Moclmode, 
grinning in the Bed of Honour, as if you laugb d at the Fool 
© who muſt be hang d for you.— Which is beſt, Mr. Nimble- 
EZ zrif, an eaſie Minuet, or a Tyburn Jig? L 

 Nimb. Don't provoke my Sword, Sir, left that Art you fo 
reyile ſhou'd revenge it ſelf; for every one of you that live by 
Dancing ſhould die by Puſhing, Sir. . 

Fig. And every Man that lives by Puſhing, ſhou'd die 
Dancing, I take it. 8 5 


Mimb. Zoons, Sir! What d'ye mean? 


| 6 Rig. Nothing, Sir — ——Tall—J I— dera! — 0 Dances.) — 
This takes the Ladies, Mr. Mockmode ; this runs away with 
all the great Fortunes in Town, Tho you be a Fool, a Fop, 
a Coward, dance well, and you captivate the Ladies. The 
moving a Man's Limbs pliantly, does the buſineſs. If 
you want a Fortune, come to me Tal dal dera 
3 + hs „„ * 30120, ( Dances.) 
Mimb. No, no, to me, Sir. —ſa, ſa,. - — does your 
buſineſs ſooneſt with a Woman. A clean and manly Exten- 
ſion of all your parts Ha Carrying a true Point is the mat: 
ter. —8a, ſa, fa, {a,—Defend your felt. (Puſhes at Rigadoon, 
uo dances and ſings, retiring off the Stage. 
> Engr Düne at 


F 
Ky 


Ja tripping and ſuch a ſtamping, that they have broke down 


all the Cieling. You Dancing and Fencing-maſters have 


been the Downfal of many Houſes. Get out of my Doors; 
my Houſe was never in ſuch a pickle You Country Gen- 
emen, newly come to Landon, like your own Spaniels out 
of a Pond, muſt be ſhaking the Water off, and, beipatter 
| ; every body about yon. — (Mockmode having taken Snuſh, 


. 

fering to ſneeze, ſneezes in her Face, 
| Meck. Zauns, Madam——( Sneezes,) ——Blebs me |—— 
Dem me, I mean, , 5 


Ibm 

| Mock. Sa, ſa——Defend Flankonade, Madam. 

| Bull. Ab, Mr. Mockmode', my Puſhing and Dancing Days 
are done: But I had a Son, Mr. 44954 node, that wou d match 
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| Zull. Oh Goodneſs! What a Room's here! Cou d not theſe 
Fellows wipe their Feet before they came up? And here's ſuch 


Bull. He's tainted, Theſe curſed Flies have blown upon 


—— 
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ed Rakes. Your ſolid Philoſophy is all read there, which 


Cry, but little Wooll. However if you wou'd be acquainted 
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ou—— Ah, my poor Robin He dy'd of an Apoplexy ; Ml 
e was as pretty a young Man as ever ſtep'd into a Black. 
Leather Shoe : He was as like you, Mr. Mocimode, as one 
Egg is like another; he dy'd like an Angel-— But I am ſure BR. 
he might have recover d but for the Phyſicians — Oh thei: 
Doctors ! theſe Doctors ! ® 
Mock, Bleſs the Doctors; I ſay ; for I believe they killd Mo 
my honeſt old Father. Re in 
Bull. Ay, that's true. If my Robin had left me an Eſtate, 
I ſhould have ſaid fo too.— 3 = 
, Mock. Zauns, Madam, you mult not be melancholy, Ma- $51 
am. 5 | 
Bull. Well, Sir, I hope you'll give us the Beverage of your 
fine Cloths. I'll aſſure you, Sir, they fit you very well, and 


I like your Fancy mightily. . qu 
Moc. Ay, ay, Madam. But what's moſt modiſh for Be. 
verage ? For, I ſuppoſe, the Faſhion of that alters always Ju 
with the Cloaths. F299 EH  _ 
Bull. The Taylers are the beſt Judges of that—But Cham. 
paigne, I ſuppoſe. 1 . : * 
Ack, Is Champaigne a Taylor? Now, methinks, that I! 
were a fitter Name for a Wig-maker —1I think they call WW — 
my Wig a Campaigne. . „ E 
Bull. You're clear out, Sir, clear out. Champaigne is a fine fo 
Liquor, which all your great Beaux drink to make em witty, 5 


Meck. Witry ! Oh by the Univerſe, 1 muſt be witty. III 
drink nothing elſe; I never was witty in all my Life. I lore 
Jokes dearly._——Here, Club, bring us a Bottle of what dy 
call it; the witty Liquor. [Exit Club, 
Bull. But I thought all you that were bred at the Univerſi 
ty ſhou'd be Wits naturally. e 

Meck. The quite contrary, Madam, there's no ſuch thing 
there. We dare not have Wit there, for fear of being count- 


is clear another thing. But now I will be a Wit, by the Uni 
verſe. I muſt get acquainted with the great Poets. Landla- 
dy, you mult introduce mee. 8 
Bull. Oh dear me, Sir! Wou'd you ruine me? I introduce 
you! No Widow dare be ſeen with a Poet, for fear ſhe 
thou'd be thought to keep him. „ 
Mock. Keep him! What's that? They keep nothing but 
Sheep in the Country; I hope they don't fleece the Wits ? 
Bull. Alas, Sir; They have no Fleeces; there's a great 


with the Poets, I can prevail with a Gentleman of my Ac. 
a wn quaintance 
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9 aintance to introduce you; tis one Lovewell, a fine Gentle- 
man that comes here ſometimes. 
= Mock. Lovewell ! By the Univerſe, my Rival; I heard of 
him in the Country. This puts me in mind of my Miſtreſs. 
g —Zauns, Fm certainly become a Beau already; for I was 
ſo in love with my ſelf, 1 quite forgot her. —— have a Note 
in my Pocket-Book to find her out by. [ Pulls out a large 
5 Peoctet- Bool; turning over the Lakes reads to himſelf. 
Fix- pence for Waſhing. Two-pence to 'the Maid. 
% -pence for Snuſh. — One Shilling for Butter'd Ale 
By the Univerſe, I have loſt the Directions. Hark ye, Ma- 
dam; does this ſame Lovewell come often here, ſay you ? 
z Bull. Yes, Sir, very often. — There's a Lady of his Ac- 
quaintance, a Lodger i in the Houſe juſt now. 
© Mock. A Lady of his Acquaintancy a Lodger in the Houſe, 
juſt now; of his Acquaintanee, do you ſay ? 
Bull. Yes, and a pretty Lady too. 
Mock. And he comes often here, you ſay: By the Univerſe! 
7 | ſhou'd I happen to lodge in the ſame Houſe with my Miſtreſs: 
5 1 gad, it muſt be the ſame. Can you tell the Womans Name? 
stay — ls her Name Lucinda? 
Bull. Perhaps it may, Sir; but J believe ſhes a Widow, 
5 po ſhe has a young Son, and I'm ſure tis legitimately begot- 
ten; for it is the braveſt Child you ſhall fee in a Summer's 
N | Day: 'Tis not like one of our puling Brats o'th' Town here, 
born with the Diſeaſes of half a dozen Fathers about it. 
Mock. By the Univerſe, I don't remember whether my Mi- 
| fires is Maid or Widow: But a Widow, ſo much the better ; 
© for all your London Widows are deviliſh rich, they lay. She 
came in a Coach, did ſhe not, Madam? d 
Bull. Ves, Sir, ves. 
Mock. Then tis infallibly ſhe,——Does he not oy go ö 
aut in her Coach? 
Bull. She has not ſtirrd abroad ſince ſhe came, Sir. 
| 240k, Oh, I was told ſhe was very reſervd, tho' tis very 
much of a Widow. I have often heard my Mother ſay, that 
| | ſitting at home, and ſilence, were ve 51 becoming in a Maid; 
and ſhe has often chid my Sifter Dorothy for gadding out to the 
Meadows, and tumbling among the Go cks with the Hay-ma- 
| kers. I gad, I'm the moſt lucky Son of a Whore ; I was Wrapt 
in the Tail of my Mother's Smock, Landlady. 
Enter Servant. 
Bull. Oh but this Lady, Sir. 
Ser. Madam, heres a Gentleman below wants to ſoak with | 
| You 1nſtantly. 
2 . | Bull, 
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Bull. With me, Child! Sir, V1} wait on you in 2 minute. 
[Exit ith Servant. 
| Enter Club with Wine and Glaſſes. 
Mock. Is that the witty Liquor ? Come, fill the Glaſſe, 
ow that I have found my Miſtreſs, I muſt next find my 
its 
Club. So you had need, Maſter ; for thoſe that find a Miftreh 


are generally out of their Wits —— (Gives him 4 Glaſ. 
Mock. Come, fill for your ſelf. (They jingle and drink, 


But where's the Wit now, Club? Have you found it? 

Club. 1 gad, Maſter, I think tis a very good Jeſt. 

Mock. What? 

| Cab. What! why, Drinking. You'll find, Maſter, that 
this {ame Gentleman in the Straw-Doublet , this ſame Will 
1th Wiſp, is a Wit at the bottom. ( Fills. ) — Here, here 
| Maſter ; 1 15 it puns and quibbles in the Glaſs! 

Mock. B y the Univerſe, now I have it ; the Wit lies in the 
Buer n All Wit conſiſts moſt in Jiogling, Hear how the 

laſſes rhime to one another. 

Qub. What, Maſter, are theſe Wits ſo apt to claſh; ? ( Jin 

| gle the Glaſſes, 

Mock. Oh by the Univerſe, by the Univerſe, this is Wit, 

(Breaks em) My Landlady is in the right. [ have often 
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heard, there was Wit in breaking Glaſſes. It would be a ve. 4g 


ry 200d Joke to break the Flask now. 
Club, 1 find then, that this ſame Wit is very brittle Ware— 
But I think, Sir, twere Rs to {pill the Wine. 


Mock. Why, there's the Teſt Sirrah ; all Wit conſi fs? in 


loſing ; there was never any thing got by't. I fancy this ſane 
Wine is all fold at Will's Coffee-houſr. Do you know the 
way thither, Sirrah? I long to fee Mr. Comick and Mr. Tag- 
rhime, with the reſt of em. I wonder bow they look! Cer- 
tainly theſe Poets mult have ſomething extraordinary 1n their 
Faces. Of all the Rarities of the Town, I long to ſee nothing 
more than the Poets, and alle. Come 1 in, Cub; I mutt 
80 practiſe my Honours.- 


Enter Lovewell and Bullfinch. 
Bull. Oh Mr. Lovewell! you come juſt in the nick; 1 was 
; ready to ſpoil all, by telling him that ſhe was a Stranger, and 
Juſt now come, 
Love. Well, dear Madam, be cautious for the future; tis the 
moſt fortunate chance that ever befel me. *T were convenient 
we had the other Lodgers of our fide. 


Bull 


Tal — dal —deral. — 
Exit dancing, and Clup toping. 
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Ball. There's no body but Mr. Lyrick ; and you had as late- 
iy tell a Secret over a Groaning- Cheeſe, as to him. 

EB Tov. How {0? 


= Bull. Why, you muſt know, that he has been Lying. in 
Y theſe four Months of a Play; and he has got all the Muſcs about 
bim; a parcel of the mot? tattling Goſſips. 
F Lov. ome, come; no more words; But to our Balineſi: 
I will certainly reward you. But have you any good hopes 
ol its ſucceeding 7 
| F Bull, Very well ot the Squire's ſide. But I'm afraid, your 
a fs will never play her part, ſhe's fo awkard, aud fo 
. ullen. 
| 1 an Go you and inſtruct her , while I manage Affairs a- 
roa 
Bull. She's always raving of one Roebuct. Prithee, who is 
this lame Roebuck ?!——Ah, Mr. Lovewell, I'm afraid this Wi- 
dow of yours is ſomething elſe at the bottom; I'm atiaid there 
| has been a Dog 1 in the Well. = 


t | . Enter Bruſh. 


Lov. 80, Sirrah! where have you left the Gentleman? 

Bruſh, In a Friend's Houſe, Sir. 

t CJov, What Friend? 5 

FBruſb. Why, a Tavern. 

Lov, What took him there? 

Bruſb. A Coach, Sir. 

Lo. How d'ye mean? 

Bruſh. A Coach and Six, 8 no leſs, 1 Fil aſſure you, Sir. 

© Cov. A Coach and six! 

| Bruſh, Les, Sir, ſix Whores and a Carted Bawd. He pick d 

em all up in the ſtreet, and is gone with this ſplendid Retinue 

into the Sun by Covent. Garden. I ask d him what he meant? 

| He told me, That he only wanted to Whet, when the very 
light of em turn'd my Stomach. _ 

| Love, The Fellow will have his ſwing, tho he hang for't. 
| However, run to him, and bid him take the Name of dock- 
| mode ; call himſelf Mockmode upon all occaſions; and tell 
| him that he ſhall find me here — Four in the Afternoon. 
| ——Ask no Queſtions, but fly.——50 : — His uſurping that 
Name, gives him a Title to Court Lucinda, by which 1 ſhall 

diſcover her Inclination to (Exit Bruſh ) this Mockmode , 
| whole coming to Town has certainly occaſion'd her Quarrel 
with me ; while I ſet the Hound inet upon A wrong Sets 
an 


1 
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and ten to one provide for Miſtreſs T-adge by the bargain, 
*Tis faid, one cant be a Friend, and a Lover. 


But oppoſite to that, this Plot ſhall prove, | 
Tl ſerve my Friend by whas aſſiſts my Love. [Exit, 


The End of the Second ACT. 


SCENE, Lucinda's Houſe. 


| Enter Leanthe Sola, dreſsd like a Page. = 
Ethinks this Livery ſuits ill my Birth: but {lave to Lov, 
VII muſt not diſobey ; his Service is the hardeſt Vaſſallag, + ! 
forcing the Powers Divine to lay their Godſhips down, to be u 
more Gods, more happy here below. Thus I, poor Wan 
derer, have left my Country, diſguis'd my ſelf fo much, 1 hard 
Iy know whether this Habit, or my Love, be blindeſt; to fol: 
low one, perhaps, that loves me not, tho' every Breath of his fo 
ſoft Words was Paſſion , and every accent Love. Oh Ru- 


back! „ [Weeps, 
1 Enter Roebuck. 5 - 
Roeb. This is the Page, Love's Link- boy, that muſt light me an 
the way. How now, pretty Boy; bas your Lady beaten U 
you? ha !——This Lady muſt be a Venus, for the has got 2 
Cypid in her Family. Iis a wondrous pretty Boy, —— 
(Leanthe farts, and ſtares at him.) but a very comical Boy,-— 4 
What the Devil does he ſtare at ? 3 g 
Lean. Oh Heay'ns ! is the Object real, or are my Eyes falſe? . 4 
Is that Roebuck, or am I Leanthe? 1 am afraid he's not the ſom 
ſame; and too ſure I'm not my ſelf. -— 75 We 
Reb, What Offence cou'd ſuch pretty Innocence commit, MW 
to deſerve a Puniſhment to make youcry ? 
Lean. Oh Sir? a wondrous Offence, 
Roeb, What was it, my Child? ER 
Lean. I prick'd my Finger with 4 Pin, till 1 made it bleed. 
4 Koeb. Such little Boys as you, ſhou d have a care of ſharp 
things. oe ined NE 
Tian. Indeed, Sir, we ought ; for it prick d me ſo deep, that 
the Sore went to my very Heart. ; 
Roeb. Poor Boy !—here's a Plaiſter for your ſore Finger 
_ CEE [Gives him 125 
ö | An. 
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Lean. Sir, you had belt keep it for a ſore Finger. Returns it. 
Roeb, O' my Conſcience the Boy's witty, but not very wiſe 
in returning Gold. Come, come, you ſhall take it. 
N e, it upon him and kiſſes him. 
T Lean. That's the fitter cure for my ſore Finger. The 
© ſame dear Lips (till. Oh that the Tongue within them were 
as true! [464e. 
ERoeb. By Heavens, this Boy has the ſofteſt pair of Lips I 
ever taſted, Ine er found betore, that Ladies kiis'd their Pages; 
but now if this Rogue were not too young, I ſhou'd ſuſpect 
be were before hand with me. I gad, I muſt kiſs him again, 
 —— Come, you (hall take the Money. [ Kiſſes. 
Lean. Oh how he bribes me into Bribery! — But what 


mult 1 do with this Money, Sir ? 
EKRoeb. You muſt get a little Miſtreſs, and treat her with it. 
Lean. ir, I have one Miſtreſs already; and they ſay, no 
Man can ſerve two Maſters, much leſs two Miſtreſſes. Ho 
many Miſtreſſes have you, pray? 
> Reoeb, Umh! ——1 gad, the Boy has pos d me. How 
many, Child * Why, let me fee, —— There was Mrs. Mary, 
Mrs. Margaret, Mrs. Lucy, Mrs. Suſan, Mrs. Judy, and ſo 
forth; to the number of Five and twenty or thereabouts? 
Lean. Oh ye Powers! and did you love em all? 
| Roeb. Yes, defperately. ——1 wou'd have drank and fought 
© for any one of 'em: I have {worn andly'd to every one of em, 
and have lain with 'em all: That's for your Encouragement, 
Boy. Learn betimes, Youth ; young Plants ſhou'd be water d. 
Four Smock-face was 1nade for a Chamber-Utenſll. 
Lean. And did not one eſcape ye? 
8 Fob. Yes, one did ;——the Devil take her. 
Lean. What, don't you love her then? TR 
| Reb. No, faith; but I bear her an amorous grudge till ; 
ſomztbing between Love and Spight —— I cou'd kill her 
with kindnels. . 5 | 
| Lean, 1 don't believe it, Sir; you cou'd not be ſo hard- 
13 : Her honourable Paſſion, I think, ſhou'd pleaſe 
SR. . py „ 
Roeb. O Child! Boys of your Age are continually reading 
Romances, filling your Heads with that old bombaſt of Love 
ind Honour : But when you come to my Years, you'll un- 
wand better things, io nn gt; Fe + a 
Lean. And mult I be a falſe treacherous Villain, when I 
ome to your Years, Sir? Is Falſhood and Peyury eſſential to 
le pertect (tate of Manhood? ur BOY 
| vebs 
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Roeb. Pſhaw, Children and old Men always talk thus fooliſh- 


ly._——You underſtand nothing, Boy. 


Lean. Yes, Sir, I have been in Love, and much more than 
you, I perceive. . 


oeh. It appears then, that there's no Service in the World 
ſo educating to a Boy, as a Lady s.— By Fove, this Spark 
may be older than 1 imagine. Hark ye, Sir; do you never 
pull off your Ladies Shoes and Stockings? Do you never reach 
her the—Pincuſhion? Do you never fit on her Bedſide, and 
ſing to her? Ha !- Come, tell me, that's my good Boy. 

Sigg. [Makes much of him. 

Lean. Yes, I do ſing her aſleep ſometimes. . 

 Roeb. But do you never waken her again? 


Lean. No, but 1 conſtantly wake my ſelf; my Reſt's al- 


ways diſturbed by Viſions of the Devil, 
Koeb. Who wou'd imagine now, that this young Shaver 
cou d dream of a Woman fo ſoon? But what Songs does 


your Lady delight in moſt ? 


Len. Paſſionate ones, Sir; I'll ſing you one of em, if you'll 


* 


ſtay. 1 | 
Koebh. With all my heart, my little Cherubim. The Rogue 
is fond of ſhewing his Parts, Come, begin. 


A SON G: Set by Mr. Richardſon. 


How bleſſed are Lovers in diſguiſe ! 
A 22 Gods, they ſee, 1 5 
A Ido thee, 
Unſeen by humane Eyes. 
Expos'd to view, 
I'm hid from you, 
Im alter d, yet the ſame : 
T he dark conceals me, 
Love reveals me ; 


Love, which lights me by its Flame. 
Ma hs 


NMere you not falſe, you me wou'd now; 
b For tho your Eyes ; 
Cound not deviſe, 
Tour. Heart had told you ſo. 
Wur Heart won d beat 
Mith eager Heat, 
Aud me by Sympathy wou d find: 
True Love might ſee, 
One chang d like me, | Te. 
Palſe Love is only blind: Roch 


tin 


Love and a Bottle. 29 


Roeb. Oh my little Angel in Voice and Shape ! 1— — [Kiſſes 


ber.] I cou'd wiſh my ſelf a Female for thy ſake, 


Lean. Youre much better as you are for my ſake. — 2 


Roeb. Or, if thou wert a Woman, I wou d 
Lean. WhatFou'd you ? marry me ? wou'd you marry me? 
Roeb. Marry you, Child! no, no; I love you too well for 
that, you ſhou'd not have my Hand, but all my Body at ONCE. 
hut to our buſineſs : Is your Lady at home? 

Lean. My Lady! What bus neſs have you with my Lady, 
pray Sir? 

3 : 1 Don't ask Queſtions. You know Mr. Lovenel.. 


Lean. Ves, very well. He's my 1 Friend, and one 1 
vou d ſerve above all the World, but his Siſter. 
Eoeb. His Sifter !—- Ha that gives me a twinge for my Sin. 
ray, Mr. Page, was Fes well when you left Her? 
Lean. No, Sir; but wondrous melancholy , by the depar- 
ture of a dear Friend of hers to another World. 

| FKRoeb, Oh that was the Perſon mention'd in her Letter, whoſe 
departure occaſion d your departure for England. 
Lean. That was the occaſion of my coming, too ſure, Sir: 
Ob, 'twas a dear Friend to me! the loſs makes me weep. 

1 Reb. Poor tender-hearted Creature! —— But ] ſtill find 
there was not a word of me.—— Pray, good Boy, let your 
E Miſtreſs know, here's one to wait on her. 

Lean. Your buſineſs is from Mr. Lovemel, I ſuppoſe, Sir. 
Koeb. Ves, yes. 


Roeb. I've thrown my Caſt, and am ba in fort. But 


ö ant Jan impudent Dog? Had 1 as much Gold in my 
Breeches, as Braſs in my es. I durſt attempt a whole Nun 


nery. This Lady is a reputed Vertue, of good Fortune and 
Quality; I am a Rakehelly Raſcal not worth a Groat; and 
without any farther Ceremony, am going to debauch ber.— 
But hold; She does not know that I'm this Rakehelly 


| too ; beautiful, WILLy.- O' my Conſcience, upon ſecond 
| thoughts, I am not fo very impudent neither. Now as to 
my management, T'll firſt try the whining: Addrefles, and lee 
T's ſhe'll bleed | in the ſoft Vein. 
E᷑ͤnter Lucinda. 
Luc. Have you any Buſineſs with me, Sir? 
Koeb. Thus look'd the forbidden Fruit, luſcious and temp- 
ting. Tis ripe, and will ſoon fall, if one will ſhake 1 ae. 
15 


D 2 Roeb, 


Lean, Then I'll go. | [Exit. 5 


| Raſcal ; and 1 know that ſhe's a Woman, one of eighteen 


Lie. Have you any Bus'neſs with me, Sir: [Comes nearer, 
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30 Love and a Bottle. 
Koeb. Ves, Madam, the bus neſs of Mankind; to adore you 
My Love, like my Blood, circulates thro my Veins, and 
at every Pulſe of my Heart, animates me with a freſh Paſſion, 
Wonder not, Madam, at the power of your Eyes, whoſe 
painted Darts have [truck on a young and tender Heart, which 
they eaſily pierced, and which, unaccuſtomed to ſuch Wounds, 


finds the ſmart more painful. | 


[ Laan. peeps.) Oh Traytor ! Juſt ſuch Words he ſpake to me. 
Luc. Heyday ; I was never fo attack in all my Life. In 
love with me, Sir! Did you ever fee me before? 

Roeb. Never, by Fowe. — [ Aſide) Ob, ten thouſand times, 
Madam. Your lovely Idea is always in my view, either aſleep 
or awake, eating or drinking, walking, fitting or ſtanding : 
alone, or in company, my fancy wholly feeds upon your dear 
Image, and every Thought is you.——Now have I told about 
fifteen Lics in a Breath. . [ Aſide, 

Luc. IT ſuppoſe, Sir, you are ſome conceited young Scribler, 
who has got the Benefits of a Firſt-Play in your Pocket, and 
are now going a Fortune-hunting, . 1 
Koch. But why a Scribler, Madam? Are my Cloatbs fo 

_ coarſe, as if they were ſpun by thoſe lazy Spinſters the Muſes ? 
Does the parting of my Fore-top ſhew 1o thin, as if it reſem- 
bled the two wither d Tops of Parnaſſus? Do you {ce any 
thing peculiarly whimſical or ill- natur d in my Face? Is my 
Countenance firain'd, as if my Head were diſtorted by a 
Strangury of Thought ? Is there any thing proudly, flovenly, 
or affectedly careleſs in my Dreſs? Do my Hands look like 
Paper-moths? I think, Madam, 1 have nothing Poetical a- 
bout me: -5 s lp 

Luc. Yes, Sir, you have wit enough to talk like a Fool; 
and are Fool enougti to talk like a Wit, 

Roeb. You call'd me Poet, Madam; and I know no better 
way of Revenge, than to convince you that I am one by my 

Impudence, ” I ers to kiſs her Hand. 

Luc. Then make me a Copy of Verſes upon that, Sir. 

25 [Hits him on the Ear, and Exit. 

| 8 Leanthe Entring. 5 N 
How d' ye like the Subject, Sir? 5 
EKosoeb. *Tis a very copious one. [ Spitting. It has made my 

Jolls rbhime in my Head. This it is to be thought a Poet; eve- 
rv Minx muſt be caſting his Profeſſion in his Jeetb. 
What! Gone! Es „ 

Lean. Ay, ſhe knows that making Verſes requires Solitude 
and Retirement. 1 


dedicate 


mY Roth, She certainly was afraid I intended to beg leave to 
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Love and a Bottle. 31 
dedicate ſomething If ever I make Love like a Poetical 


Foo! again, may I never receiye any Favour but a Subject for 
a Copy of Verſes. 
„ | Re-enter Lucinda. 
Luc. I won't diſmiſ him thus, for fear he Lampoon me.— 
Well, Sir, have you done them? 


Roch. Ves, Madam, will you pleaſe to read. [Catches her 


IS and kiſſes her three or four times. 
Lean. Oh, Heaven! I can never bear it. 7 
IT muſt deviſe ſome means to part em. [Exit 


Luc. Sir, your Verſes are too rough and conſtrain d. How- 


ever, becauſe I gave the occaſion, I'll pardon what's paſt. 


Roeb. By the Lord, ſhe was angry only becauſe I did not 


make theftirſt Offer to her Lips. [Aſide.— Then, Madam, the 
Peace is concluded ? 1 


Luc. Ves; and therefore both Parties ſhould draw out of 


the Field. 7 | [Going. 
Koeb. Not till we make Reprizals. I make peace with 


Sword in hand, Madam, and till you return my Heart, 


which you have taken, or your own in Exchange, 1 will not 
put up. And ſo, Madam, I proclaim open War again.— 
8 e | [Catches her. 


. | Enter Leanthe. 
Lian. Oh, Madam! Yonder's poor little Cab, your Lap- 


dog, has got his Head between two of the Window-bars, and 


is like to be ſtrangl d. [The Dog howls hehind the Scenes. 
Luc. Oh Lard, my poor Crabby ! I muſt run to the reſcue 


of my poor Dog; I'll wait on you inſtantly. — Come, come, 


Page Poor Crabby! Exit with Leanthe. 
Koeh. Oh the Devil choak Crabby Well, I find there's 
much more Rhetorick in the Lips than the Tongue. 
Had Buſs been the firſt word of my Courtſhip, I might have 
gain d the Out-works by this. Impudence in Love, is like 
Courage in War; tho' both blind Chances, becauſe Women 
and Fortune rule them. 5 . 
LE | Re-enter Leanthe. 


Lean. Sir, my Lady begs your pardon ; there's ſomething 


extraordinary happen'd , which prevents her waiting on you, 


as ſhe promis c. r "i 
Roeb. What, has Monſieur Crabby rubb'd ſome of the Hairs 


off his Neck? Has he diſorder' d his pretty Ears? She won't 
come again then? * „ 


Lean. No, Sir; you muſt excuſe her. 


Roeb. Then I'll go and be drunk, — Harke, Sirrah ; I. 


haye half a dozen delicious Creatures waiting for me at the 
621 in Roy D 3 Sun; 
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32 Love and a Bottle. 
Sun; you ſhall along with me and have your Choice. Tl! 
enter you into the School of Venus, Child. Tis time you had 
| loſt your Maiden-head, you're too old for Play-things, © 
j Lean. Oh Heavens! I had rather he ſhou'd ſtay than go 
= cham: [4/;de.) But why will you keep fuch e Sir? ? 
9 Roeb. Nay, if you re for Advice, ä 


4 Men of ripe Underſtanding 2 d 4 deſpiſe 
Þ bat Babes only prattiſe, and Dotards adviſe. 
| [Exit // Fnging. 
1 Lean. Wild as Winds, and unconfin'd as Air, —Yet I may 
reclaim him. His Follies are weakly founded , upon the 
Principles of Honour , where the very Foundation helps to 
4 undermine the Structure. How charming wou'd Vertue-look 
in him, whoſe Behaviour can add a Grace to the Unſeemii 


_ of Vice! 
Enter Lucinda. 

ne What is the Gentleman gone ? 

Lean. Ves, Madam. He was inſtantly taken ill with a vio- 
ient Pain in his stomach, and was fore d to hurry away in 3 
Chair to his Lodging. 

Luc. Oh poor Gentleman! He's one of thoſe conceited 
Fools that think no Female can reſiſt their Temptation, 
Blockheads, that imagine all Wit to conſiſt in blaſpheming 
_—_— and Women.——T ll feed his Vanity, n ve bis 

a Ve. Es 
And may all e meet no better Fate, 
Who doubt our Sexes Virtue, or dare proline ay Hue. ben. 


SC E NE Lyrick' 8 is Widow: Bullfinch' s Hauſe : Pa- 
pers ſcatter 7 about the TW; himſelf fitting writing © in a gb 
Gown and Cap. 
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Fe Two as ad Lines as ever were written, [if ing, 
1 _ I ſhall maul theſe Topping Fellows Says Mr. Lee, 
Let there be not one Glimps, one Starry Spark, | 
Ba Gods meet Gods, and jule: in the Dark. 
Says little Lyrick, N 
Luer all the Lig les be burnt out to 8 Suff, : 2 
And Gods meet "Gods, and play at Blind-man 65 buff.” 1 


Very well! 
fol | out and cuff, ©. 


725 Gods meet Gods, and ſo | 
That's much mended. They're as noble Lines as ever wet: WW 
penn d. Oh! Here comes my damn'd Muſe; I'm always ml 
_ Humourof writing 8 com a little of her Inſpiration. | 


2 ne, Enter 


12 


Love and a Bottle. 2 


A Enter Bullfinch: 
Ball. Mr. Lyrick, what do you mean by all this? Here you 
have lodg'd two Years in my Houſe, promis d me Eighteen- 
pence a Week for your Lodging, and I have ne'er received 
eighteen Farthings, not the Value of that, Mr. Lyrick, [ Snaps 


with her Fingers, ] you always put me off with telling me of 


your Play, your Play.—Sir you ſhall play no more with me, 


Im in earneſt, f 3 
Thr, This living on Love is the deareſt Lodging a Man's 


eternally dunn d, tho perhaps he has leſs of one ready Coin 
than t'other,—There's more Trouble in a Play than you ima- 


gine, Madam. 15 
| Bull, Theres more Trouble with a Lodger than you think, 


Mr. Lyrick. l 
Hir. Eirſt, There's the Decorum of Time. 
Bull. Which you ncver obſerve: for you keep the worſt 
Hours of any Lodger in ITW MW. 0, 
Lyr. Then there's the Exactneſs of Characters. — 
Bull. And you have the molt ſcandalous one I ever heard. 
Hr. Then there's laying the Drama. 
Bull. Then you foul my Napkins and Towels. 
Hr. Then there are Preparations of Incidents, working the 
Paſſions, Beauty of Expreſſion, Cloſeneſs of Plot, Juſtneſs of 
Place, Turn of Language, opening the Cataſtrophe.— 
Bull. Then you wear out my Sheets, burn my Fire and 
Candle, dirty my Houſe, eat my Meat, deſtroy my Drink, 


wear out my Furniture I have lent you Money out of my | 


Pocket, | 


* 
1 


Dyr. Was ever poor Rogue ſo ridden ? If ever the Muſes bad 
a Horſe, I am he.——Pauth, Madam, poor Pegaſus is Jaded. 


Bull. Come, come, Sir, he than't flip bis Neck out of theCol- 


lar for all that. Money I will have, and Money I mult have; 


let you're Play and you both be dam e. 

Dir. Well, Miline my Bookſeller is to bring me ſome 
twenty Guineas for a few Sheets of mine preſently, which I 
hope will free me from your Sheets, | 5 5 
Bull. My Sheets, Mr. Lyrick ! Pray what dye mean? LIl. 
aſſure you, Sir, my Sheets are finer than any of your Muſes 
ipinning———-Marry come up. „%%% agen 


Hr. Faith you have ſpun me ſo fine, that you have al- 
molt crack'd my Thread of Life, as may appear by my Spin- 
e Pho Mt 0 : Tan 

Bull. Why ſure— Where was your Thalia, and your Mel- 
/»mene, when the Taylor wou'd have ſtripp d you of Tour 


. R 
b * 8 


Silk 


— 
—— 


3 Sofa 


- — 2 4 
a — — — * 1 
— * = ERR. N . 
95 - = : . — 2 — « be - a — 4 » 4 mort — : 4 6 3 > = 
— - g 8 —— — 5 * 1 — WH , 1 I ger 
— ” 0 . A * wy — 4 » pra - _ 2 0 2 
ED wt $ | _ . — f 
4A * 2 —— «4 8 . E * 2 I 4 
— ng * ao 2 p. a * > : S - * % * S 
— Y —— K 2 1 _ = 8 a 23 1 4 
- a |: — — — 1 * = 3 — . — WO 
8 KN. = — ” 7 2 of, elite 4 . 8 —_ _ 1 1 MF. 1 9 pF * 5 > + x i 
— — » * RAW 4 s — K — — — — =. CY * * . — — + ky p = " 7 
Y : 2 8 8 — 2 * 2 — 8 . 2 2 — 2 E 2 — . — - IIS > —— pn — oy 4 : * 
— — — 8 — — 5 = = — 0 - 7 — 7 > _ — - b — — * . 2 R - * 1 * ng 2 
4 * = p 2 — _ - ous 9 2 E > a 4 3 * 2 > — — FT” + DO - bas — — — nn 8 _ _— \ l 
— — _ — —— — — , 2 — * SR bo TOES ( 7 - . = 8 3 1 (* 
2 - —— 7 bs — 2 — 1 — 8 
>» . ” 2 Fe A — 


„ 


1 —. —_— > 
8 — *— RN 2 _—_ 3 * — — - wx 
„A A K r * — 
* * a „„ 2 — 1 a * — — —ů — os WI 
FUL &o DELTA, - — — — — —— > — — 
— pn —— 3 2 — — CS 8 — 
8 X n 0 ” N 


K zi: ðͤ r 


r 


6 
rr * 


as LS 


ee ne 


RX — „ * * 
5 : . — 
— . — Wn Er 2 
I— i 
= 2. 2 2 — — — En 54 * = . 3 
= — — —= 
== 


2 9 


„ 


* * 
— 


NOT ES. _— 2 —— — — = 
— 0 2 — 4 2 * — OR : ; 2 — 7 * r - 8 Y 
1 . 5 q - mo * — — * 1 * — — - w - * hy 1s = = = _ _- % 
> 5 oY 7 : = . 7 y A * — 2 by — — * 3 * 5 = — — = * 3 7 8 
oy — 8 3 — — ä 8 3 8 — Lo hy 4 2 * -— - * 
"or - — 2 a. a C —— 2 
5 pr — = 4 , "OY 4 


— err nr un 
— 


„ 


r SY 5 
n 


34 Love and a Bottle. 


Silk Waſtcoat , and have clappd you on a Stone Doublet 
Wou'd all your Golden Verſe have paid the Serjeant's Fees? 
Lyr. Truly, you: freed me from Goal, to confine me in a 


Dungeon; you did not ranſom me, but bought me as a 
Slave; fo, Madam, Ill purchaſe my Freedom as ſoon as 
poſſible. Fleſh and Blood can't bear it. „ 
Bull. Take your Courſe, Sir. There were a couple of 

Gentlemen juſt now to enquire for you; and if they come 

again, they ſhan't be put off with the old Story of your being 

abroad, I'll promiſe you that, Sr. PBX, 


Dir. Zoons! If this Bookſeſ ler does not bring me Money 


Enter Pamphlet. 5 
Ou! Mr. Pamphlet, your Servant. Have you perus d my 
Poems? VV 5 
Pam. Ves, Sir; and there are ſome things very well, ex- 


traordinary well, Mr. Lyrick : But I dont think em for my 


purpoſe.— Poetry is a meer Drug, Sir. 

Lyr. Is that becauſe I take Phyſick when I write? 
1 this coſtive Fellow, now he does not apprehend the 
Pam. No, Sir; but your Name does not recommend em. 
One muſt write himſelf into a Conſumption before he gain 
Reputation. Op WE a” 

Hy. That's the way to lie abed when his Name's up. Now 
Ilie abed before 1 can gain Reputation. 

Pam. Why fo, Sir? a 3 
yr. Becauſe 1 have ſcarcely any Cloaths to put on.—lf 
ever any Man did Penance in a white Sheet: — 
Pam. You ſtand only ſometimes in a white Sheet for your 
Offences with your Landlady. Faith, I have often wonder d 
how your Muſe cou'd take ſuch Flights, yoak'd to ſuch a 
Cart load as ſhe is. 33 
Dr. Oh! They are like the rib Horſes, they draw beſt 
by the Tail. Have you ever ſeen any of my Burleſque, 
Mr. Pamphlet! I have a Project of turning three or four of our 
moſt topping Fellows in Doggrel. As for f 1 
| Reads. 


Conqueſt with Laurels has our Arms adorn'd, 

And Rome in Tears of Blood our Anger mourn d. 
Now, Butchers with Roſemary have our Beef adorn dl, 
Tm, Which has in Gravy Tears our Hunger mourn'd. 

How d'ye like it, Mr. Pamphlet, ha?—Well | 

Lie Gods, we paſsd the rugged Alpine Hills; 

_ Melted our way, and drove our hiſſing Wheel: ; 

Thro cloudy Deluges, Eternal Rills, 


Love and a Bottle. 35 
Now obſerve, Mr. Pamphlet; pray obſerve; 5 
- Like Razors keen, our Knives cut Paſſage clean 
Through Rills of Fat, and Deluges of Lean. 
Pam. Very well, upon my Soul. _ 
Lyr. Hurl'd dreadful Fire and Vinegar infus d. 


= Bret, Mi. Lyrick ! "Tis all wondrous fine indeed. 
Dy. This is the moſt ingenious Fellow of his Trade that I 
have ſeen; he underſtands a good thing. — [ Afide.] — But as 
to our Bus'neſs—What are you willing to give for theſe Po- 
ems! Prithee ſay ſomething. There are about three thouſand 
Lines. Here, take em for a couple of Guineas. 

EF: Pam, No, Sir; Paper is fo exceſſive dear, that I dare not 
venture upon em. F112) | 


. 7 


tion still LAſide. 


Pam. I give you a thouſand Thanks, Sir; but I dare not 
| ; 5 | 5 ' 8 ' | 
venture the hazard; they'll never quit colt indeed, Sir; 


Hr. This Fellow is one of the greateſt Blockheads that 


© ever was Member of a Corporation. —How ſhall 1 be 
Wrevengd? 1 . 
I j VCC 
Boy. Sir, there are two Men below deſire to have the Ho- 
ndur of kiſſing your hand. e 
Hy. They muſt be Knaves or Fools, by their fulſome Com- 
bplement. Hark ye—[Whiſpers the Boy. —Bid en walk up. 
1 Pam. Since you have got Company, Sir, 111 take my 
Hr. No, no, Mr. Pamphlet, by no means! We mult drink 
before we part. Boy, a Pint of Sack and a Toaſt, Theſe 
gare two Gentlemen out of the Country, who will be for all 
the new things lately publiſh'd ; they'll be good Cuſtomers— 
Come, fit down You have not ſeen my Play yet? 
Here take the Pen, and if you ſee any thing amiſs correct it; 
Ill go bring em up. Stay, lend me your Hat and Wig, 
Or 1 ſhall take cold going down Stairs. [He takes Pamphlet's 
Hat and Mig, and puts his Cap on Pamphlet's Head. 
Nen This is a right Poetical cap; tis Bays the out- 
de, an 


the Lining Fuſtian.— [ Reading. ——This is all 


kult, worſe than his Poems, | ERA 
Enter two Bailiff s behind him, and clap him on the Shoulder. 

| 1Bal, You're the King's Prifloner. 46 65 

Pam, That's a good Fancy enough , Mr. Lyrick. But pray 

im t interrupt me, I'm in the beſt Scene. — ] gad the Dra- 

ui very well laid, 2 Bail, 


Pam: Ay, Sir, Vinegar ! how patly that comes in for the 


Hy. Well becauſe you're a Friend, I'll beſtow 'em' upon 
you. Here, take em all.— Theres the hopes of a Dedica- 
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86 "Love and a Bottle, 
2 Ball. Com Sir. 


Pam. Well, well, Sir „II pledge ye. Prichee n. now, 800d 8 
Mr. Lyrick, don't diſturb me. 8 | 
And furious Lightnings brandiſh d in her Eyes I 
That's true Spirit of Poetry. = x 11 
I Bail, Zoons, Sir, d ye banter us! > [Takes hiv "OM Tl © 

| ds: and hauls hin 

Pan. Gentlemen—1 beg your baren How dye like the 
70 City, Gentlemen? If you have any occaſion for Books to ca- r 
ry into the Country, I can furniſh you as well as we Ma t 
about Pauls. Where's Mr. Lyrick? 12 

1 Bail. Theſe Wits are m cunning. I alway S har: 
double Fees for arreſting one of you Wits, All your Evaſion k 
wont do; we underſtand trap, Sir; you mult not think i” BW 

catch old Birds with Chaft, Sir. „ 
Pam. Loons, Gentlemen, Im not the perſon; 1 m a F. 

man of the City; I have good Effects, Gentlemen, good Ef- 

fects. Dye think to make a Fool of me? Fm a Bookſeller | 
no Poet. 75 N 
1 2 Ball. Ay, Sir, we know what you are by your: Foo! $ Cy v. 
1 Bail. Yes, one of you Wits wou'd have paſs 4 upon us ot ti 

a Corn · cutter Veſterday; and was ſo like one, we had almot i 
believ d him. I Fault hin. E 
Pam. Why Gentlemen, Gentleien, Officers, have a Jitl: Fe 

Patience, and Mr.:Lyrick will come up Stairs. 1 
1 Bail. No, no; Mr. Lyrick ſhall go down Stairs. He woll By 
have us wait till ſome Friends come in to reſcue bim. Ah! tic 
Thele Wits are Deviliſh cunning.” — Sir 
| FE: veunt being Pamplil, X 
Ener Lyrick, Mockmode, all Club; Lyrick dreſs d. N 
4 Ha, ha, ha. Very Poetical, Faith; a good Plot (or Wi {hc 
a Play, Mr. Mur bude; 2 Bookſeller bound in Calves-Lea- 5 
ther.— Ha, ha, ha. — How they walk d along like the the not 
Volumes of the Engliſh Rogue ſqueez d together on a Shelf, 
oct. What was it? What was it, Mr. Hyrict: Pp [Th 
_ Ly. Why, Lam a Stateſman, sir. I can't but h ( 
10 wink Tb they I ſpunge tlie Sheer before the Errata , 
blotted out; and then how he It hamper che ag: for fall: Kn; 
Impriſonment. of! 
Meck, But pray. wha? 8 ts matter, Mr. Lwidh S!: ho 
Hr. Nothing, Sir, but a chirking Bookſeller bat: rd of 

about forty Guineas for: a few Lines. He wou d Rave jt 

me off, ſo 1 (ent for a couple or Bull dogs, and arreltl * 
ej 


hin. 


Love and a Bottle. 37 
Mock. Oh Lord! Mr. Lyrick, Honeſty's quite out of Doors; 
tis a tate thing to find a Man that's a true Friend, a true 
© Friend is a rare thing indeed! — Mr. Lyrick, will you be my 
Friend? I only want that Accompliſhment. I have got a 
E Miſtreſs, 2a Dancing and Fencing-Maſter ; and now I want 
only a Friend, to be a fine Gentleman. 
Hy. Have you never had a Friend, Sir? | 
= Mock. Yes, a very honeſt Fellow; our Friendſhip com- 
EZ menc'd in the College-Cellar, and we lov'd one another like 
= two Brothers, till we unluckily fell out afterwards at a Game 
at Tables. I Es 
Dy. I find then that neither of ye loſt by the ſet, .[ Aſide. 
But yy ſhort Acquaintance can't recommend me to ſuch a 
& [cult | TEE: 
EB Mock, Pſhaw, Acquaintance !—You muſt be a Man of 
& Honour, as you're a Poet, Sir ? | 
Dy. But what uſe would you make of a Friend, Sir? 
Mock, Only to tell my Secrets to, and be my Second. — 


vou lay to one's Prejudice will be thought Malice. Then you 
muſt have a Deviliſh deal of Courage by your Heroick Wri- 


ting. — LE” 

1 But know, that I alone am King of Me. r lbbs 
Heav'ns! Sure the Author of that Line muſt be a plaguy Rout 
Fellow; it makes me valiant as Heclor when | read it. 


Dr. Sir, we (tick to what we write as little as Divines to 


WE what they preach. ——Beſides, Sir, there are other Qualifica- 
WE tions requiſite in a Friend, he maſt lend you Money. Now, 
Sir, I can't be that Friend, for I want forty Guineas, 
Mock. Sir, I can lend you fifty upon good Security. — 
| Twas the laſt word my Father ſpoke on his Death- bed, that 1 
ſhou'd never lend Money without Security. | 25 
Dr. Fie, Sir ! Security from a Friend, and a Man of Ho- 
nour by his Profeſſion too! - _ e . 
Mock. By the Univerſe that's true, you are my Friend. 
| Then THI tell you a Secret [hey whiſper, 
Cub. Now will this plaguy Wit turn my Note out of Joynt 


* 


Shoulders, or fo. I haye been bound for him too in the Stocks, 
or hig breaking Windows, very oſten. N 
his Lady you court. 1 know Mr. Lovewell has a Miſtreſs nam d 
Lucinda; but that ſhe lodges in this Houſe, I much doubt. 


/ 


TP 


- 


Now, Sir, a Wit muſt be beſt to keep a Secret, becauſe what 


— Twas my, Maſter's Friend before, tho I never found the 
Knack of borrowing Money; tho I have received ſome Marks 
ot his Friendſhip, ſome ſound Drubs about the Head and 


Lyr. Mr. Mockmode, you may be impos'd upon. I wor'd ſee 


fi "yl och, 
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38 Love and a Bottle. $ 
Mick, Impos d upon] That's very comical.— Ha, ha, u 1 
You ſhall ſee, Sir; come Pray Sir, you're my Friend. 
Dir. Nay, pray ; Indeed, Sir, I beg your [hey comple. 
. #2ent for the Door. Pardon; you re a Squire, Sir. 4 
Mock. Zauns, Sir, you lie, I'm not a Fooll ; I'll take a» 
Affront from no Man — Draw, . [Dras, } 
Ca, Draw, bs BEAD I gad Tl put his Noſe out of } Joynt 
now x 
Ter: Unequal Numbers, Gentlemen, 
Club, Lm only my Maſter's Friend, his Second , or h 
Sir. 


Lyr. What's the matter, noble Squire? 
Mock. You lie e, Sir, Zauns, draw.——{ſtrikes hin 


with his Sword, 

e. a Blow ! -Eſſex, a Blow yet 
1 wil be calm. 

Club. Zoons, draw, Sir. [Strikes hin, 


Tyr. Oh Patience Heaven! Thou art my rien 
Rill. 
e Vou lie, Sir. 
Dyr. Then thou art a Traytor, Tyrant, Monſter, 
2 Zauns, Sir, you're a Son of a Whore, and a 'Raſcal. 
(Jab. A Scribler. 
yr. Ab, ab, hat ſtings home,- Scribler ! 
1 Heck, Ay, Scribler, Ballad-maker, | 
Lyr. Nay, then: „ 
1 and the Gods will fight it with ye all, Dran. 


Enter Roebuck drunk, and fa inging. 


France ne'er will ny 
Till her Claret runs dry; 
Then let's pall away to hi her e 
He hinders the Peace, 
Who refuſes his Glaſs, bunt” | 
And deſerves to be hang d for 4 Traytor. 
Now, my Mirmydons fall on ; I have taken off the odds. 
iy Dub a dub, dub a dub, to the Battle. [Singt 


"26006; Gentlemen; why don't ye fight ? Blood , fioht, 

4 4 me ſo far to fight a little; 1 Jong. to ſee a lit 

port | | 

© Ly. Sir, I ſcorn to ſhew Sport to any. es -- [ Pats in 
Meck, And ſo do I, by the [Jniverſc; ST 

Club, And I, by the niverſe. | x 

| 1 Jy 


Hr. I (hall take another time. Exit. 


2 $ Club his Sword. ] and bring me a ]oint of that Coward's Fleſh 
W for your Maſter's 8 Fly, Dog. —— [Takes him by 
| the Noſe. 
| Cab. Auh! This Fellow's likelieſt to put my Noſe 
cut of 1 5 
4 Noeb. Now, Sir, tell me, how you durſt be a Coward. 
Mock. Coward, Sir! Fm a Man of a great Eſtate, Sir; I 
have Pive thouland Acres of as good fighting Ground as any 
in England, good Terra firma, Sir: Coward, Sir! Have a care 
Aua you ſay, Sir. My Father was a Parliament Man, Sir; 
and I was bred at the College, Sir. 
© Roeb, Oh then 1 know your Genealogy ; your Father was a 


vere ſuckl d by Platonick Idea's, and you have 

] Mothers Milk in your Noe yet. 

1 Mock, Form the Propoſition by Mode and Fine, . 

Reeb, I told you ſo. - Blow your Noſe, Child; and have 
a care of dieting your Philoſophical Slabbering-bib. 

I Mock. What di ye mean, Sir? 

| Foeb. Your ſtarch'd Band, ſet by Mode and Figure, Sir. 

+ Mock, Band, Sir -— This Fellow's blind, drunk. I wear 

| 2 Lowe , Sir. 

| Roeb. Then ſet a good Face upon the matter. Throw off 

EChildiſhneſs and Folly , with your Hanging- {leeves. Now 

you have left the Univerſity, learn, learn, 

| Mock, This Fellow's an Atheiſt, by the Univerſe ; Ul take 

notice of him, and inform againſt bum for being drunk.—— 
Pray, Sir, what's your Name? 

| Rveb. My Name! by the Lord, I have forgot. ——Stay, I 

hall think” on't by and by. 

| Mock. Zauns forget your own Name ! your Memory muſt 

be very⸗ſhort, Sir. 


me of your 


and I have forgot it already. 

Mock, Was your Worſhip then Turk or Jew before? 
L knew he was ſome damn'd bloody Dog. —— _ te 
Roeb, Sir, 1 have been Twrk, or Few rather, Since; for I have 


ar 
p 


tt, 
tle 


ave t. Mp Mock mo 1 


"I Go you to . A, By C, ,you came laſt from the Um 
Lell. 


Love and a Bottle. 39 


Roeb. Here, Raſcal, take your Chopping-knife, ——{Give "W 


E Scnior-Fellow , and your Mother was an Air- fg You 


Reb. Ay, ſo it ſeems, for L was but chriſten' a this Morning, 


pt a plaguy hearheniſh Name. — Pox ont; — Oh! now 3 


Mock. Mockmode ! Mockwode ! Sir, pray how do you ſpell it? 
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40 Love and à Bottle. 


8 75 Sir, Lin call d Mocthmode. What Family are you 
of, Sit? 

Rreb. What Family are you of, Sir ? 

Mock. Of Mockmode-Hall in Shropſhire. 

Koeb. Then I'm of the ſame, I believe. I fancy, Sir 
that you and Lare near Relations. 

Mock. Relations! Sir, there are but two Families; my Fa- 
ther's, who 1s now dead; and his Brother's, Colonel Peaceal 
Moc mode. 

Roeb. Ay ay, the very ſame Colonel Peaceable Ii not he 
Colonel of Militia? 

+ Mack. Les, Sir. 

Koeb. And was not he High-Sheriff of the County laſt Year? 

. f0c>. The very ſame, Sir, 

Reb, The very {ame ; I'm of that Family, —— And your 
Father dy'd about— jet me ſee— 

Mock, e half a Vear ago. 

Roeb. Exactly; by the ſame token you got drunk at a Hunt: 
ing-match that very day ſeven-night he was bury'd. 

Mock. This Fellows a Witch. — But it looks very Rrange 
that you ſhou'd be chriſten d this Morning. Um: Lure, your 
Godfarhers had a plaguy deal to anſwer for. 
* Roeb. Oh, Sir, I'm of Age to anſwer for my ſelf. 
Mack. One wou'd not think {o, you're ſo forgetful. *Tis two 
and twenty Year ſince 1 was chriſten d, and I can remember 
—R my Name till. 
Reb. Come, well take a Glaſs of Wine; and that wil 
clear our Underſtanding. We'll remember our Friends. 
| Mock, You mult excuſe me, Sir. This is ſome Soy 
Aſide 

Koeb. Nay, prithee Couſin, good Couſin gs, „ One 
Glaſs. 1 know you are an honelt Fellow. We mult remem- 
ber our Relations in the Country indeed, Sir. 

Mock. Oh, Sir, you're ſo ſhort of Memory, you can never 
call *em to mind. You have forgot your {elf, Sir; Moctmodt 
is a Heatheniſh Name, Sir, and all that, Sir: And ſo I beg 
your pardon, Sir.— [Ext 

Kerb. Now were! Lawyer enough , by Fae little enquity 
into that Fellows Concerns, I cou'd bring! in a falſe Deed to 
cheat him of his Eſtate. 


) 


Enter Bruſh, „„ 
Where the Devil 1s thy Matter ? You faid 1 ſhou'd find 
him here. OR 
Bruſh. 'Tis impoſſible for you, or me, or apy body, to find 


Koch. 


him. | 


2 
Pr 


- 


N Lowe: and a Bottle. 41 
Noeb. Why? 


z Jugler's Ball of him, 1 believe, He's here now ; then, Preſto, 
in hand. © —. | 3 | 
© Roeb. Ay, ſo it ſeems.——1I muſt be Squire Mcimode, and 


© turity ; I'm for holding faſt the preſent, I have got about 
twenty Guineas in my Pocket; and whilſt they laſt the De- 


with Fortune. 


She is an honeſt, giddy, reeling Punk ; 
My Head, her Wheel, turn round, and ſo we both are drunk. 
85 [Exit reeling, 
The End of the Third ACT. © 
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35 
SCENE, Lucinda's Houſe. 


Enter Leanthe, and Pindreſs following with a Paper of Sweetmeats 

= 5 In her Hand. 3 

| Pind, HE, here, Page , your Lady has ſent you ſomeSweet- 

meats; but indeed you ſhan't have em till you 
hire me. 3% ᷑ TT 25 

Lean. She ſent ſour Sauſe, when ſhe made you the Bearer, 


[ Aſide; 


Pind. Prithee now, what makes you conſtantly ſo melan- 


choly? Come you muſt be merry, and ſhall be merry; I'tl 


= you-ſome g oo 
Lean, believe you want Play-things more than IJ. But 
vou d be private, Pindreſ rt. 1 
Pind. Well, my Child, Ul be private with you? Boys and 


urd as we pleaſe; 


Jou? I'm fare, ſuch a little Boy can have no great bus neſs 
u private. | 4177 


Greſs, 1 have grcal inclination, 


2 


Bruſh. Becauſe he has loft himſelf, The Devil has made a 


pafs in an inſtant. He has got ſome damn d bus'neſs to day 


. court an honourable Miſtreſs in the Devil's Name! Weil, let 
my ſober thinking Friend plot on, and lay Traps to catch Fu- 


vil take George if he thinks of Futurity. I'Il go hand in hand 


Cirls ſhou'd ſtill be pe together; and we may be as re- 
or my Miſtreſs is reading in her Cloſet, 
and all the Servants are below. But what Concerns have 


Lean. I will try thee for once. [Aſide.] — Yes, Mrs, Pin- 
Pind. 
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= Love and a Bottle. 
Pin. To what? To do what, Sir >——Don't name it 
"Tis all in vain ;—you ſhan't do it; you need not ask it. 
Lean. Only to kiſs you. LOTS [Miſſes her. 
Pin. Oh fie, Sir! Indeed I'll none of your Kiſſes. Take it 
back again, [Kiſſes him.] Is not the taſte of the Sweetmeats 
very pretty about my Lips? 386 
Lean. Oh hang your liquoriſh Chaps; you'd fain be lick- 
ing your Lips, I find that. FOTO, 
Pin. Indeed, Mr. Page, I won't pay you the Kiſſes you won 
from me laſt Night at Croſs-purpoſes ; and you ſhan't think 
to keep my Pawn neither.— Pray give me my Hungary Bottle, 
As I hope to be ſav'd, I will have my Hungary Bottle. 
[Aummaging him.] I'm ſtronger than you. — I'll carry 
you in, and throw you upon the Bed, and take it from you. 
; e [Takes him up in her Arms, 
Lean. Help! help! I ſhall be raviſh'd! Help! help! 
„„ einc 
Luc. What's the matter Oh bleſs me ! . 
Hin. Oh dear, Madam, this unlucky Boy had almoſt ſpoil 
me. Did not your Ladyſhip hear me cry I ſhou'd be ravith'd? 
I was ſo weak, I cou'd not reſiſt the little ſtrong Rogue; he 
whipt me up in his Arms, like a Baby; and had not your 
Ladyſhip come in —— © 5 
Tuc. What, Sirrah! wou'd you debauch my Maid , you 
little Cock-Sparrow ? mult you be Billing too? J have a great 
mind to make her whip you, Sirrah, e 
Pin, Oh dear, Madam, let me do't. IIl take him into the 
Room, and I will fo chaſtiſe him —:!ft. ;: 
Luc. But do you think you'll be able, Pindreſs? I'll ſend 


done of the Men to help you. 


Pin. No, no, Madam: I cou'd manage him with one hand. 
dee here, Madam. [Takes him in her Arms, and is running 
Rs 1 8 Fe | ana). 
Tuc. Hold, hold! — Is this you that the little ſtrong Rogue 
had almoſt raviſh'd 2 He ſnatch'd you up in bis Arms like 
a Baby: Ah Pindreſs, Pindreſs! 1 ſee y'are very weak in · 
deed.—Are not you aſham'd, Girl, to debauch my little Boy? 
Pin. Your Ladyſhip gave me orders to make him merry, and 
divert his melancholy ; and I know no better way than to teize 
him a little. I'm afraid the Boy is troubl'd with the Rickets, 
and a little ſhaking, Madam, wou d do him ſome good. 
Lean. Im tir d with impertinence , and have other bus'nels 
to mind. 9 5 I Aide Exil. 


Pin. I hope your Ladyſhip entertains no ill Opinion of my 
| Virtue. ; . e — 82 6 


4 | Luc. 


8 
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Luc. Truly I don't know what to think on't : but Tre ſo 


good an Opinion of your Senſe, as to believe you wou'd not 
play the fool with a Child. EE, 
Bind. Were all ſubject to playing the fool, if you continue 
your Reſolution in marrying the firſt Man that asks you the 
Queſtion. 330 
Luc. No, my Mind's chang' d; I'll never marry any Man. 
Pin, I dare ſwear, that Reſolution breaks tooner than the 
former. [Aſide.] Ah, Madam, Madam! if you never be- 


lieve Man again, you muſt never be Woman again; for tho 


we are as cunning as Scrpents, we are naturally as flexible 
too. Speak ingenuouſly, Madam; if Mr. Lovewell ſhou'd , 


with an amourous Whine, and ſuppliant Cringe, tell you a 


barm in all this? 
Diſcovery of their Lover's Ability. The Child ſeem'd a luſty 
> chopping Boy; and let me tell you, Madam, it mult be a luſty 
chopping Boy that got it. 


6 formal Story, contrary to what we ſuſpect, wou'd you not be- 
lieve him? | | 


Luc. What, believe his vain Aſſert ions, before the demon- 


ſtration of my Senſes! No, no; my Love's not ſo blind. Did 
I not ſee his Miſs and his Child? Did I not behold him gi- 
ving her Money? Did I not hear him declare, he wou d ſettle 
her in a Lodging? | 


Pin. But, Madam, upon ſerious RefleRion, where's the great 
Mott Ladies wou'd be over-Jjoy d at ſuch a 


| Lac. Urge no farther in his Defence; he's a Villain, and 
of all Villains that I hate moſt, an hypocritical one. The 
Ladies give him the Epithet of modeſt, and the G-ntlemen that 
ol ſober Lovewell. Now methinks, ſich a piece of Debauche- 
ry fits fo awkwardly on a Perſon of his Character, that it adds 
an unſeemlineſs to the natural vileneſs of the Vice; and he 
| Bn dares be a Hypo. rite in Religion, will certainly be one 
in Love. 


Stay, is not that he? [Pointing outwards, 
Pin. Yes, Madam; I believe he's going to the Pax. 
Luc. Call a couple of Chairs quickly; we'll thither Maſqu d. 


This Day's Adventures argue ſome intended Plot upon me, 


which I may countermine by only ſetting a Face upon the 
matter. - [nuts her Maſque on: 


For as Hypocriſie in Men can move, 
Here's the beſt Hypocrite in Female Love. 
On even ſcores deſigning Heaven took care; 


Since Men falſe Hearts, that we falſe Faces wear; (Exit: 


— 
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44 Love and a Bottle. | 


SCENE, the Park. 
Enter Lovewell and Lyrick meeting; Lyrick reading. 


Tl rat thy Reputation, blaſt thy Fame, 
And in ſtrong grinding Satyr, Gibbet up thy Name. 


Love, What! in a Rapture, Mr. Lyrick ? DE 
Hr. A little Poetical Fury, that's all. ——T'11 Squire him; 
III draw his Character for the Buffoon of a Farce; he ſhall 
be as famous in Ballad as Robin Hood, or Little ohn; my Mu- 
{cs ſhall haunt him like Demons; they ſhall make him mot: 
ridiculous than Dox Quixot. . 
Lov. Becauſe he encounter'd your Windmil-Pate. —— 
Ha, ha, ha !—Come, come, Mr. Lyrick, you mult be pacify'd. 
Tor. Pacify'd, Sir! Zoons, Sir, he's a Fool, has not a grain 
of Senſe. Were he an ingenious Fellow, or a Man of Parts, 
I cou d bear a kicking from him; But an Abuſe from a Block: 
head! I can never ſuffer it. : 


Pert Blockhead, who has purchas'd by the School, 
Fuſt Senſe enough to make a noted Fool. 


That ſtings, Mr. Lovewell. 


Zov. Pray, Sir, let me ſee it; 25 a 
Hr. This is imperfect, Sir: But if you pleaſe to give your 
Judgment on this Piece — [Gives him a Paper, 
Tis a Piece of Burleſque on ſome of our late Writings. 

Lov. Ay, you Poets mount firſt on the Shoulders of yout 
Predeceſſors, to ſee farther in making Diſcoveries; and baving 
once got the upper-hand, you ſpurn them under-foot. I think 
you ſhou'd bear a Veneration to their very Aſhes. ; 
Hy. Aye, if moſt of their Writings bad been burnt ! 1 
clare, Mr. Lovewell, their Fame has only made them the more 
remarkably faulty: Their great Beauties only illuſtrate del 


" Lov. Well, you ſaw the new Tragedy laſt Night; how dil 
it pleaſe ve? „ ff 
Dir. Very well; it made me laugh heartily. 

Lo. What, laugh at a Tragedy! „ 
Tyr. 1 laugh to ſee the Ladies cry; to ſee ſo many weep ® 


the Death of the fabulous Hero: Who wou'd but laugh, it 


the Poet that made em were hang'd ! On my Conſcicrce, 


theſe Tragedies make the Ladics vent all their Love aud 5 


"Hs 
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nour at their Eyes, when the ſame white Handkerchief that 


00 their Noſes, mult be a Winding- ſheet to the deceaſed 
ero. 


balm him, Mr. Lyrick ; Ha, ha, ha. 
have you of Comedy? 

Dr. No ſatisfactory one. — My Curioſity is fore-ſtalld 
by a Fore-knowledge of what ſhall happen: for as the Hero 
in Tragedy, is either a whining cringing Fool, that's always 


But what reliſh 


a ſtabbing himſelf , or a ranting, hectoring Bully, that's for 


killing every-body elſe : So the Hero in Comedy is always the 
Poet's Character. | 


Love, What's that? 

HBr. A Compound of practical Rake, and ſpeculative Gen- 
tleman, who always bears off the great Fortune in the Play, 
and ſhams the Beau and Squire with a Whore or Chamber- 


maid ; and as the Ca:aſtrophe of all Tragedies is Death, ſo 


the end of Comedies 18 Marriage, N | 
rte And ſome think That the moſt Tragical Concluſion of 
the two. ono | 
Hr. And therefore my Eyes are diverted by a better Come- 
dy in the Audience than that upon the Stage. — I have often 


* 


wonder d, why Men ſhou'd be fond of ſeeing Fools ill repre- 


ſented, when at the ſame time, and place, they may behold 


the mighty Originals acting their Parts to the Life in the 


Boxes. 

Lov. Oh be favourable to the Ladies, Mr. Lyrick, tis your 
Intereſt. Beauty is the Deity of Poetry; and if you rebel, you'll 
certainly run the Fate of your firſt Parent, the Devil. 

Lyr. You're out, Sir. Beauty is a merciful Daty, and al- 
lows us ſometimes to be a little Atheiſtical ; and tis fo indul- 
gent to Wit, that it is pleas'd with it, tho' in the worſt habit, 
that of Satyr. Beſides, there can appear no greater Argument 
ot our Eſteem, than Raillery, becauſe tis ſtill founded upon 
Jcalouſie ; occaſion'd by their preferring ſenſelels Fops and 
wealthy Fools to Men of Wit and Merit, the great Upholders 
of the Empire. og es 

Lov, Now I think theſe Favourites of the Ladies are more 
Witty than you. ; 

Hr. How ſo, pray, Sir? 1 

Lov. Becauſe they play the Fool, conſcious that it will pleaſe; 
and you're a Wit, when ſenſible that Coxcombs only are. en- 
courag d. I wonder. Mr. Lyrick, that a Man of your Senſe 
ſhould turn Poet; you'll hardly cver find a Man that 1s capa- 
ble of the Imployment will undertake it, | h 

8 5 BA Dyr. 


Lov. Then there's ſomething in the Handkerchief to em- 
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Lyr. The reaſon of that is, every one that knows not a tittle 
of the matter, pretends to be a fake of it, —-By the Lard, 
Mr. Lovewell, 1 put the Criticks next to the Plague, Peſtilence 
and Famine in my Litany. Had you ſeen em laſt Night 
in the Pit, with ſuch demure ſupercilious Faces their con- 
templative ob thruſt judiciouſly backwards; their Hands 
rubbing their Temples, to chaſe Ill Nature; and with a hiſ- 
ſing venemous Tongue, pronouncing Piſh ! Stuff! Intolera- 
ble! Damn him Lord have mercy upon us. 

« Lov. Ay, and you ſhall have others as fooliſh as they are 
ill- natur d; fond of being thought Wits, who ſhall laugh out- 
ragiouſly at every ſmutty Jeſt ; cry, Very well, by Gad; that's 
fine, by Heavens; and if a Diltich of Rhime happens, they 
clap fo damnably loud, that they drown the Jeſt. 

Dyr. That's the Jelt. The Wit hes in their Hands; and if 
you would tell a Poet his Fortune, you muſt gather it from 
the Palmiſtry of the Audience; for as nothing's ill ſaid, but 
what's ill taken; ſo nothing's well {aid , but what's well ta- 
ken. And between yuu and I, Mr. Lovemell, Poetry, with- 
out theſe laughing Fools, were a Bell without a Clapper; an 


empty ſounding bus'neſs, good for nothing; and all we Pro- 


feſſors might go hang our ſelves in the Bell-ropes, 
Lov. Ha, ha, ha. But I thought Poetry was inſtructive. 
Lyr. Oh Gad forgive me, that's true: To Ladies it is moral- 
ly beneficial ; for you muſt know, they are 100 nice to read 
Sermons ; ſuch Inſtructions are too groſs for their refin'd Ap- 
prehenſions : but any Precepts that may be in#11l'd by eaſie 
Numbers, ſuch as of Rochefter, and others, make great Con- 
verts. Then they hate to hear a Fellow in a Church preach me- 
thodical Nonſenſe, with a Firfly, Secondly, and Thirdly : but 
they take up with {ome of our modern Plays in their Cloſct, 
where the Morality muſt be deviliſh Inſtructive. But I 


mult be gone; here comes the Squire. What, in the Name of 


Wonder, has he got with him ? „„ 
Lov. That which ſhall afford you a more plentiful Re- 
venge than your Lampoon, if you join with me in the Plot. 
To the better effecting of which, you muſt be ſeemingly re- 
concil'd to him. Let's ſtep aſide, and obſerve em while | 
give you a hint of the matter. ¶ Exeunt between the Scenes, 
: and ſeem to confer and hearken. 

Enter Mockmode, leading Trudge dreſs d like a Widow. 

Mock. This is very fine Weather, bleſſed Weather indeed, 
Madam; twill do abundance of good to the Graſs and Corn. 
Trad. Ay, Sir, the Days are grown a great length; and! 
think the Weather much better here than in Ireland. Mal 
4 | N 
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Mock, Why, Madam, were you ever there? 
Trud, Oh no! Not I indeed, Sir; but I have heard my 
firſt Husband (reſt his Soul) ſay ſo; he was an 1riſþ Gen- 
tleman. | | z 5 
Mock. I find, Madam, you have lov'd your firſt Husband 
mightily, for you affect his Tone in Diſcourſe — Pray, Ma- 
dam, what did that Mourning coſt a Yard ? „ 
_  Trud, O Lard! What ſhall 1 fay now? 'Tis none of 
DS [ Ajide, 
It colt, Sir; let me ſee—— it coſt about— but it was my 
Steward bought it for me, I never buy ſuch ſmall things. 
Mock. By the Univerſe, ſhe mult be plaguy rich! I will be 
brisk. [ Aſide.] Pray, Madam—I—1 pray Madam, will you 
give us a Sonn? EL | . 
Trud. A Song! Indeed then 1 had a good Voice, before 
Mr. Roebuck ſpoild it. . 
Mock. Mr. Roebuck ! Was that your firſt Husband's Name, 
Madam? 
[ Lov. behind. ] She'll ſpoil all. 
Trud. No, Sir; Roebuck was a Doctor, that let me blood 


under the Tongue for the Quinſey, and made me hoarſe ever | 


. 
Mock. By the Univerſe ſhe's a Widow, and I'll be a little 


brick. Madam, will you grant me a ſmall Fayour, and 1 


will bend upon my Knees to receive it.  [reels. 
Trad. What ist pray? 
Mock. Only to take off your Garter. 

„ Lovewell Exters. . 
Zoons, her thick Leg will diſcover all. — By your leave, 


Sir, have you any Pretenſions to this Lady? [Puſhes Mock- 


© 5 mode donn. 
Moc k. I don't know whether this be an Affront or not. — 
Aſide.—Pretenſions, Sir! I have fo great a Veneration for 
the Lady, that I honour any Man that has Pretenſions to 
her. Dem me, Sir, may I crave the Honour of your Ac- 
| quaintance ? | . . 8 
| Lov. No, Sir. 


| Mock. No, Sir! I gad that muſt be Wit, for it can't be 


* 


| good Manners. Sir, I reſpect all Men of Senſe, and wou'd : 


| therefore beg to know your Name. „ 

Lov. No matter, Sir, I know your Name's Moc t mode. 

Mock. By the Univerſe, that's very comical ! That a Fel- 

| low ſtiou d pretend to tell me my own Name! Another 
Queltion, if you pleaſe, Sir. 

Lov. What is it, Sir? 


E 3 Moc t. 
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Mock. Pray Sir, what's my Chriſten'd Name ? 
Lov. Sir, you dont know. OY 
Mock. Launs, Sir, wou'd you perſuade me out of my 
Chritten'd Name? Il lay you a Guinea that I do know, by 
the Uriiverſe.——{ Pulls a handful of Money out.] Here's Silver, 
Sir, here's Silver, Sir; I can command as much Money as 
- Sir; I am at Age, Sir, and J wont be banter d, 
Il. | ] | | 
Lov. Sir, you muſt know, that I baptize you Rival; for 
your Love to this Lady, is the only ſign of Chriſtianity you 
can boaſt of. And now, Sir, my Name's Lovewell. 


Mock. Then I ſay, Sir, that your Love to that Lady is the 


only ſign of a Turk you can brag of. I wiſh Club were 
come. |  [Apdes 


Lv. Sir, I (hall certainly circumciſe you, if you make any 
farther Pretenſions to Madam Lucinda here, 

Ack. Circumciſe me! Circumciſe a Pudding's end, Sir.— 
Zauns, Sir, I'll be judg'd by the Lady who merits Circumci- 
ſion moſt, you or I, Sir. Theſe London-Blades are all ſtark 
mad ; [Lucinda enters, and obſerves Lovewell courting 
Trudge in dumb Signs, I met one about two Hours ago, that 
had forgot his Name, and this Fellow wou'd perſuade me 
now, that I had forgot mine. Mr. Lyrick is the only Man 
that ſpeaks plain to me, I mult be Friends with him, becauſe 
I find I may have occaſion for ſuch a Friend; Vil find him 

ut trait. 8 „„. 

Lov. Madam, will you walk [ Exit with Trudge. 

Lucinda and Pindrefs come forward, =» 

Luc. Now ray Doubts are remov'd. 

Pin. Mine are more puzzling. There muſt be ſomething in 
this, more than we 1magine, Yeu had beſt talk to lim. 
Luc. Yes, if my Tongue bore Poyſon in it, and that ! 
eou'd {pit Death in his Face. 3 : 

Pin. If he is loſt, your hard Uſage this Morning has occa- 
ſion'd it. „ . 78 
Luc. Lm glad on't; I've gam'd by the Loſs, I deſpiſe him 
more now than cer I lovd him. That Paſſion which can 

foop: ſo low as that Blowze, is an Object too mean for any 
thing but my Scorn to level at. VV 

Pin. This were a critical Minute for your new Lover the 
Squire I fancy; Mr. Lovenells Diſgrace wou'd bring him into 
Favour preſently, fog . 

_ Lov, It certainly ſhall, if he be not as great a Fool as to- 
ther's falſe, 5 


Pin. 
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Pin. You may be miſtaken in your Opinion of him, as 


much as you have been in Mr. Lovewell. 


Luc. No, Pindreſs ; I ſhall find what I read in the laſt Miſ- 
cellanies very true. - | 
But two Diſtinftions their whole Sex does part; 
All Fools by Nature, or all Rogues by Art. 


SCENE continues. 
Enter ſeveral Maſques croſſing the Stage, and Rocbuck | 


. following. 
| Reb. Sdeath! What a Coney-borough's here! The Trade 


goes ſwimmingly on. This is the great Empory of Lewdnefſs, 
as the Change is of Knavery,—— The Merchants cheat the 
World there, and their Wives gull them here. 
think Whoring ſcandalous, tis grown ſo Mechanical, _—— 
My Modeſty will do me no good, I fear ——— Madam, are 


I begin to 


you a Whore ? | [Catches a Maſque, 
1 Maſ. Yes, Sir. . 
Roch. Short and Pithy !———1If ever Woman ſpake Truth, 


A believe thou haſt. [Second Maſque pulls him by the Elbow, 


Have you any Bus'neſs with me, Madam? 


2 Maſ. Pray Sir be civil; you're miſtaken, Sir. I have 


had an Eye upon this Fellow all this Afternoon. [A/ide.] 


| you're miſtaken, Sir. 


Roeb. Very likely, Madam; for I 1magin'd you modeſt, 
2 Maſ. So 1 am, for I'm marryd. . 


dy 


Roeb, And marry d to your Sorrow, I warrant you! 


* 2 Maſ. Yes, upon my Honour, Sir. 


Roch. I knew it. 1 have met above a dozen this Evening, 


| all marry'd to their Sorrow. — — Then 1 ſuppoſe you're a 
| Citizen's Wife; and by the Broadneſs of your Bottom, I (hou'd 
| gueſs you fat very much behind a Counter. 


2 Maſ. My Husband's no Mercer, he's a Judge. 

Roeb. Zoons, a judge! I ſhall be arraign'd at the Bar for 
keeping on my Hat ſo long.—— 'Tis very hard, Madam, he 
ſhou'd not do you Juſtice : Has not he an Eſtate in Tail, 
min? TT. 

2 Maſ. I ſeldom examine his Papers: They are a parcel of 
old dry ſhrivełd Parchments ; and this Court-hand is ſo de- 
viliſh crabbed, I can't endure it. Ts 

Roeb. Umph! — Then I ſuppoſe, Madam, you want a 
young Lawyer to put your Caſe to. But faith, Madam, I am 
r 
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2 Maſ. Oh Heay'ns forbid ! Such a young Man! 
Roeb. That's, III do nothing without a Bribe.—— Pray, 
Madam, how does that Watch ſtrike? 

2 Maſ. It never ſtrikes, it only points to the Buſineſs, as 

| you muſt do, without telling Tales. Dare you meet me two 
ours hence! 1 1 Fs 

 Roeb. Ay, Madam, but I ſhall never hit the time exactly 
without a Watch. | 

2 Maſ. Well, take it. — At ten exactly, at the Foun- 
tain in the Middle-Temple, Cook upon Littleton be the 17 5 

xit. 

Roeb. SO———IF the Law be all ſuch Volumes as thou, 

Mercy on the poor Students! From Cook upon Littleton in Sheets 
deliver me. / | 


n . eget 
1 772 * 5 : 2 N 5 


| Enter Lovewell. 
Lov. What engag'd? Mirmidon ! I find you'll never quit 
the Battel, till you have crack d a Pike in the Service. 
Roe b. Oh, dear Friend! Thou'rt critically come to my Re- 
lief; for faith I'm almoſt tir d. | 
Co. What a miſerable Creature is a Whore ! whom evec- 
ry Fool dares pretend to love, and every wiſe Man hates. 
Koeb. What? Moralizing again! Oh Tl tell thee News, 
Man; I'm enter'd in the Inns, by the Lard ! 
Lov. Pſhaw! - my 
Roeb. Nay, if you won't believe me, ſee my Note of Ad- 
miſſion, | [hem the Watch. 
Lov. A Gold Watch, Boy! | 
Reeb. Ay, a Gold Watch, Boy. 
Tov. Whence had you Money to buy it? 

Ro:b. I took it upon Tick, and I deſign to pay honeſtly. 
Lov. I don't like this running o'th' Score —But what News 
from Lucinda, Boy? Is ſhe kind? Ha? N | 
„„ Enter a Maſque croſſing the Stage. 3 
Koeb. Ha! There's a ſtately Cruiſer; I muſt give her one 
Chace. — I'll tell you when I return, _ Exit running. cu 

Lov. I find he has been at a Loſs there, which occaſions his 
Eagerneſs for the Game here. 1 begin to repent me of my 
Suſpicion ; I believe her Vertue ſo ſacred, that tis a piece of 
Atheiſm to diftruſt its Exiſtence. But Jealouſie in Love, like 
the Devil in Religion, is ſtill raiſing Doubts, which without 
2 firm Faith in what we adore, will certainly damn us. nie 

VV c 
Por. Is your Name Mr. Roebuck, Sir? - 
Lov. What wou'd you have with Mr. Reeback, Sir? 
Por, I have a {mall Note for him, Sir, 
2 82 Lor. 
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Lov. Let me ſee t. 
Por. Ay, Sir; if your Name be Mr. RNoeback, Sir. 

Lov. My Name 1s Roebuck, Blockhead. ä 

Por, God bleſs you, Maſter. [Gives him a Letter, and Exit. 
= Lov. This is ſome tawdry Billet, with a ſcrawling Adieu 
at the end on't. Theſe (trolling Jades know a young whole- 
& ſome Fellow newly come to Town, as well as a Parſon's Wife 
does a fat Gooſe. Tis certainly ſome Secret, and therefore 
E hall be known. [ Opens the Letter, 


E SIR, | Tiueſday three a Clock. 
A My Behaviour towards you this Morning was ſomewhat ſtrange ; 
I but I ſhall tell you the Cauſe of it, if you meet me at Ten this 
Night in our Garden; the Back-door ſhall be open. 


Your's, Lucinda. 


Oh Heavens! Certainly it cant be! IL, U, C, I, N, D, A; 

that ſpells Woman. *Twas never written ſo plain before. 

E Roebuck, thou'rt as true an Oracle, as ſhe's a falſe one: Oh 

thou damn'd Sybil ! J have courted thee theſe three Years, and 

cou d never obtain above a Kiſs of the Hand, and this Fel- 
low in an Hour or two has obtain'd the Back-door open. 
Mr. Roebuck, ſince IJ have diſcover'd ſome of your Secrets, I'll 
© make bold to open ſome more of em But how ſhall I 

W ſhake him off? ——Oh, I bave it; I'll ſeek him inſtantly. 


1 1 [ Exit. 
Enter Roebuck meeting the Porter. Es 
Roeb. Here, you Sir, have you a Note for one Roebuck 2 
Por. I had, Sir; but I gave it to him juſt now. 
Roeb. You he, Sirrah ; I am the Man. 


— 


Por. I an't poſitive J gave it to the right Perſon; but I'm 
very ane! did ; for he anſwered the Deſcription the Page gave 
F 1 
Roeb. "Twas well I met that Page, Dog, or now ſhou'd I 
| cut thy Throat, Raſcal. 5 2. 
| Por. Bleſs your Worſhip, noble Sir. IeExit. 
Roeb. At Ten, in the Garden! The Back-door open 
Oh the delicious Place and Hour ! Soft panting Breaſts ! 
Trembling Joynts ! Melting Sighs ! And eager Embraces !— 
Oh Extaſie !—— But how to ſhake off Lovewell !— This is his 
nicely Vertuous! Ha, ha, ha.— This is his innate Principle 
of Vertue ! Ha, ha, ha. . ons 


Enter 


; 
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| Enter Lovewell. 

Lov. How now! Why ſo merry! | 

Roeb. Merry! Why, twould make a Dog ſplit, Man; Ha; 
ha, ha,——The Watch, Sir, the Watch; Ha, ha, ha. 


Lov. What of the Watch? You laugh by the Hour; you 


be run down by and by, fure ! | 
-Roeb, Ay, but J ſhall be wound up again. This Watch! 
had far a Fee, Lawyer. Shou'd I ever be try'd before this 
Judge, how I ſhou'd laugh to ſee how gravely his Gooſe-Cap 
fits upon a pair of Horns; Ha, ha, ba. : 
Zov. Thou'rt Horn- mad. Prithee leave Impertinence, — 
I receiv'd a Note juſt now. 

Reb, A Note! *Sdeath, what Note! What d'ye mean? 
Who brought it? 1 8 
Lov. A Gentleman; tis a Challenge. e 3 
Roeb. Oh, thanks to the Stars! I'm glad ont. [Afi 
Lov. And you may be ſignally ſerviceable to me in this 


Affair. I can give you no greater Teſtimony of my Affection, 


than by making ſo free with you” 
Roeb. What needs all this Formality? Ill be thy Second, 
without all this Impertinence. „ 
Lov. There's more than that, Friend. In the firſt place, 
I don't underſtand a Sword; and again, Im to be call'd to 
the Bar this Term, and ſuch a Buſineſs might prejudice me 
extremely. So, Sir, you muſt meet and fight for me. 

Reb, Faith, Lovewell, I ſhan't ſtick to cut a Throat for my 
Friend at any time, fo I may do it fairly, or ſo. ———Thc 
Hour and Place; 3 

Lov. This very Evening, in Moorfield z. 

Roch. Umph ! How will you employ your ſelf the while? 

* III follow you at a diſtance, left you have any foul 
play. 7: 0 5 


Reeb. Which if you do -No, faith Ned, ſince I'm to 


_ anſwer an Appointment for you, you muſt make good an 
Aſſignation for me. I'm to meet one of your Ladies at the 


Fountain in the Temple to Night. You may be calld to ihe 
Bar there, if you will. This Watch will tell you the Hour, 


and ſhall be your Paſs-port. Let me have yours.— 
1 8 20+ [Changes Watches. 
Lov. Oh! Was that the Jeſt? Ha, ha, ha. — Well, 1 
will anſwer an Aſſignation for you ſure enough. Ha, ha, 


ba. — How readily does the Fool run to have his Throat 


cut ? : W [ Aſide. 
Roeb. How eagerly now does my Moral Friend run to the 
Devil, having Hopes of Profit in the Wind! I have ſhabbd 


lum 


le 


** 
a. 
6 


; bim off purely. — But prithee, Ned, where had you this 


Tov. Plhaw! A Trifle, a Trifl; from a Miſtreſs — Take 
care on't tho. But heark ye, George ; don't puth too home; 
have a care of whipping thro the Guts. 

Zeb. Gad; I'm afraid one or both of us may fall. But 
ye hear, Ned , remember you ſent me on this Errant, and 
* 10 therefore anſwerable for all Miſchief; if LI do whip m 

$ | Adverſary through the Lungs , or ſo, remember you ſet me 
upon 12 


yu oblige me in this Courteſie. 
Reb. You know always I oblige my ſelf by ſerving my 


fore. [ Aſide. 
E Lov. I never imagin d this Fellow was ſo eaſie before. 
I Tae Well, good Succeſs to us both; and when we meet, 
we'll relate all Tranſactions that paſs. 

Reeb, That youre a Fool. 


Lov. That you re an Als, [Exeunt ſeverally, laughing. 


rick following him. 
Lyr. Mr. Lovewell, a word Wye. 1 
E Lov, Let it be ſhort, pray dir , for my Bus neſs 1s urgent, 
> and 'tis almoſt dark. 
Dy. Tm reconcil'd to the Squire, and want only the Pre- 
ſentment of a Copy of Verſes to ingratiate my ſelf REY, 
E thronghly. Let me have that piece I lent juſt now. 
Lov. Ay, ay, with all my Heart.— Here, —Farewel. 


with it, which Mockmode takes up. 
Hy. Now, Sir, here's a Poem , (winch according to the 
way of us Poets) | ſay, Was written at fificen , but between 
| you and 1 it was made at five and twenty. 
| . Mock, Five and twenty! 
pray, Sir? 


Man till then. 
| Mick. But when at Years of Diſcretion: "= 


Dr. When they leave Writing, and that's alm or 
| Never, 


Mock. But who are your Guardians! 


let us gome to Age. But what have you got tuere? 
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fine Jewel ? | [Viewing one ty d to the Watch, 


Wy 
7 Lov. Well, honeſt George, you won't believe bow much 


Friend. never thought this Spark was a Coward be- 


| enter Lovewell croſſing the Stage haflily , Mockmode and Ly- 


[Pulls the Poem haſtily, and jnſtles out 4 Letter 


When is a Poet at Agg, 
Hr. At the third Night of his firl Play ; for he's never a 


Ly. The Criticks, who with their good Will, wou'd never 


Moc l. 
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Moek. By the Univerſe, I don't know; "tis a Woman's 
hand ; ſome Billet-Deux, I ſuppoſe ; it juſtl'd out of Love. 


well's Pocket. We'll to the next Light and read it. : 
; [Exeun : 
SCEN E a dark Arbour in Lucinda's Garden. W ( 
Enter Roebuck Slus. | 
Roeb. Oh, how I reverence a Back-door half open, balf 
ſhut ! *Tis the narrow Gate to the Lovers Paradiſe ; ; Cupid t 
Rood Centry at the Entrance; Love was the word, and he let 
me paſs—Now 1s my Friend pleading for Life; he has a puz- W- / 
ling Caſe to manage, ten to one he's nonſuited; I have gull'd - 
him fairly. F 
Exter Lovewell. I 
Lov. T've got in, thanks to my Stars, or rather the Clouds, MW q 
whoſe Influence is my belt Friend at preſent. Now is Au. 
buck gazing, or rather groping about for a Fellow with a 1 } 
long Sword; and I know his fighting Humour will be as mai 
to be baulk'd by an Enemy, as by a Miſtreſs. = 
Roeb. Hark, hark! 1 bear a Voice; it muſt be ſhe.—— IF 
Lucinda? 2 
Lv. True to the touch, 1 find. Is it you, my Dear? F 
Roeb. Yes, my Dear. re 
Lo. Let me 1 thee, my Heart. 4 
Roth, Come to my Arins— [ Run into each others Arm. n 
Finding the Miſtake, Partback, FF v 
Lov. Slife ! a Man! K 
Roeb. Sdeath! a Devil And vert thou a Legion, here's 
a Wand ſhou'd conjure thee down— [Drau, a! 
Lo. We ſhould find whoſe Charms is Rrongeſt. Drau, i 
Ib puſh by one another; Roebuck paſſes out at the ob. 
poſite Door: And as Lovewell 4. paſſi ing out on the C 
other ſide of the Stage, th 
Enter Leanthe. b d 
Lean. Mr. Roebuck! Sir ! Mr, Roebuck! [Mith a V m 
. Gown over his Cloathi b. 
"Fam. That's a Woman s Voice, Ill fwear. —Madam.— ho 
Lean. Sir. | 
Lo. Come, my dear . I've ſtaid a little too long Tr: 


but making an Apology now were only lengthning the Ot- 
fence. Let's into the Arbor, „ and make up tor the Moments 
miſpent. 

Lean. 
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Lean. Hold, Sir: Do you love this, Lucinda, you're ſo fond 
ol hauling into the Arbor? 
= Lo. Ves, by all that's powerful. 
Lean. Falſe, falle Roebuck !—[ Aſide. I am loſt. 
= Lov. Madam, do you love this Roebuck, that you open'd the 
Garden door to 10 late? | 
Lean. I m afraid I do too well. 
DT. And did you never own an Affection to another? 
J Lean. No ; witneſs all thoſe Powers you jult 1 now men- 
I tion d, 
Lor. Revenge your ſelves, ye Heavens. Behold in me your 
Z Accuſer , and your Judge. Behold Lovenell, injur d Lovenel, 
. bis Darkneſs „ Which opportunely hides your Bluſhes, 
makes your Shame more monſtrous, | 
Lian. Ha! Lovewell! I'm vex'd tis he, but glad to be mi- 
ſtaken. Now, Female policy, aſſiſt me. 
* Lov. Yes, Madam, your Silence proclaims you guilty —— | 
Farewell, Woman. 
kk Lean, Ha, _ MM. 
| Lov, What am I made your Scorn? 
| Lean, Ha, ha, ha.— This happens better than 1 expected. 
Ha, ha, ha. Mr. Lovewell ! 
Iv. No Counter-plotting, Madam; the Mine . ſprung al- 
| ready, and all your Deceit diſcovered. 
| Lean, Indeed, you're a fine Fellow at Sifcorering Deceits, 1 
mult confeſs, that cou'd not find whether I was a Man or a 
3 Woman all this time. | 
© Lov. What, the Page! | 
| Lean. No Counter-plotting , good Sir; the Mine's ſprung. 

already. Ab, Sir, 1 fancy Mr. Roebuck is better at diſcove- 
ning a Man from a Woman in the dark, than you. 
+ Lov. This Diſcovery is the greateſt Riddle! —— Prithee 
Child, what makes thee diſguis d? But above all, what meant 
that Letter to Roebuck 
| Lean, Then I find you intercepted it ——Why, Sir, my La- 
dy had a mind to put a Trick upon the impudent Fellow, 
made him an Aſſignation, and ſent me in her ſtead, to banter 
bim. But when I tel! her how you fell into the Snare „ and 
how jealous you were, —Ha, ba, ha. 
| Tov. Oh my little dear Rogue ! was that the matter —— 
| [Hugs her.] Of --& Conſcience, thou'rt ſo ſoft, I believe thou 
art a Woman ſtill. But who was that Man I encounter d 
juſt now ? | 
| Lean, A Man! *Twas 8 Roebuck. — 475 le.) Some 
| of the Foot- men, 1 — Come, sir, I muſt conduct 
you 


As props and Beauties to the Female Cauſe; 
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vou out immediately, left ſome more of em meet you. : 
Fe, [ Condutts him to the Door and retury, 
He certainly was here, and I have miſs d him, 5 
Fortune delights with Innocence to play, $ 
And loves to hoodwink thoſe already blind. 
Wary Deceit can many by-ways tread, 
To ſhun the Blocks in Vertues open Road, 
Whilſt heedleſs Innocence (till falls on Ruin; 
Yet, whilſt by Love inſpird, I will purſue Þ 
What Men by Courage, we by Love can do. | 5 
Not even his Falſhood ſhall my Claim remove; | | 


From mutual Fires none can true Paſſion prove; 
For like to like, 1s Gratitude not Love, 


The End of the Fourth A CT. 


ACT. V. 
SCENE, An Anti-chamber in Lucinda's Houſe: 
The Flat Scene half open, diſcovers a Bed-Chan- 
ber; Lucinda in her Night-Gown, and readin 
by a Table. On 


wee, Enter Roebuck gropeing his WAY. 
Roeb. ON what new happy Climate am I thrown ? 


This Houſe is Love's Labyrinth; I have Rumble IM © 

into it by chance ——Ha! an Illuſion ! let me look again, 
— — Eyes, if you play me falſe, [Zooking about.] I'll pluck WE t 
ye out ——'T1s ſhe; tis Lucinda] alone, undreſs d, in a Bed- d 
chamber, between Eleven and Twelve a Clock. A ble MW ©! 
ſeed opportunity! —— Now if her innate Principle of Vertue . 
defend her, then is my innate Principle of Manhood not WW !» 
Hold, ſhe comes forward. | be 


worth Two-pence. 

5 Il lucinda approaches, reading. 
Luc. Unjuſt Prerogative of faithleſs Man, 5 | 
Abuſing Pow'r which partial Heaven bas granted! ce 
In former Ages, Love and Honour ſtood ; = BY 


But now lie proſtitute to Scorn and Sport. 
Man, made our Monarch, 1s a Tyrant grown, 
And Woman-kind mult bear a ſecond Fall. 
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Roeb. LAſide.] Ay, and a third too, or I'm miſtaken.— 
I mult divert this plaguy Romantick Humour, | 
Luc. While Vertue guided Peace, and Honour War, 
Their Fruits and Spoils were Off rings made to Love. 

Roeb. And tis ſo till ; for | Raiſing his Voice. ] 
Beau with earlieſt Cherries Miſs does grace, 
And Soldier offers Spoils of Flanders Lace. 

Luc Ha!—Protect me, Heay'ns! what art thou? 
Roeb. A Man, Madam, 
Luc. What accurſed Spirit has driven you hither ? 
Koeb. The Spirit of Fleſh and Blood, Madam. 

Luc. Sir, what encouragement have you ever received to 
prompt you to this Impudence? | | 
” FRoeb. Umph! I muſt not own the reception of a Note 
E from her, [Aſide.] Faith, Madam, I know not whether to 
attribute it to Chance, Fortune, my good Stars, my Fate, or 
my Deſtiny : But here I am, Madam, and here I will be. 
Rus | Taking her by the Hand. 
| Lac. [Pulling her Hand away] If a Gentleman, my Com- 
mands may caule you withdraw; if a Ruffian, my Footmen 
ſhall diſpoſe of you. SS 
F &qoeb, Madam, I'm a Gentleman; I know how to oblige a 
Lady, and how to ſave her Reputation. My Love and Ho- 
nour go link d together; they are my Principals : and if you'll 
be my Second, we'll engage immediately. e 
Luc. Stand off, Sir; the Name of Love and Honour are 
burleſqu d by thy profeſſing em. Thy Love is Impudence, and 
thy Honour a Cheat. Thy Mien and Habit ſhew thee a Gen- 
tleman; but thy Behaviour is brutal. Thou art a Entaur; 
| only one part Man, and the other Beaſt. . 
| Rob, Philoſophy in Petticoats! No wonder Women wear 
| the Breeches ; [ Aſide.] and, Madam, you are a Demi-God» 
| dels ; only one part Woman, bother Angel; and thus divided, 
claim my Love and Adoration. 5 5 
| Luc. Honourable Love is the Parent of Mankind; but thine 
| 18 the corrupter and debaſer of it. The Paſſion of you Li- 
| bertines, is like your Drunkenneſs; heat of Luſt, as t'other is 
| of Wine, and off with the next Sleep. - 
Koebh. No, Madam; an Hair of the ſame is my Re- 
ceipt.— Come, come, Madam, all things are laid to reſt 
| that will diſturb our Pleaſure; whole Nature favours us; the 
kind indulgent Stars that directed me hither, wink at what we 
are about, —— 'Twere jilting of Fortune to be now idle; and 
he, like a true Woman, once baulk'd, never affords a ſecond 
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opportunity. Pl put out the Candle, the Torch of Love 
ſhall light us to Bed. 
Luc. To Bed, Sir !—Thou haſt Impudence enough to draw 
thy Rationality in Queſtion. Whence proceeds it? From a vain 
thought of thy own Graces, or an Opinion of my Vertue ?— 


If from the latter, know that I am a Woman, whoſe Modeſty 


dare not doubt my Vertue ; yet have ſo much Pride to ſup- 
port it, that the dying Groans of thy whole Sex, at my feet, 
thou'd not extort an immodeſt Thought from me. 

Roeb. Your Thoughts may be as modeſt as you pleaſe, Ma- 
dam,——You ſhall be as vertuous to morrow Morning az 
e er a Nun in Europe; the Opinion of the World ſhall pro- 


claim you ſuch, and that's the ſureſt Charter the moſt rigid 


Vertue in England is held by. The Night has no Eyes to ſee, 
nor have 1 a Tongue to tell: One Kits ſhall ſeal up my Lip 
for ever. 

Luc. That uncharitable Cenſure of Women, argues the 
meanneſs of thy Converſation. | 


Reeb. Her ſuperiour Vertue awes me into coldneſs. 


Slife ! it can't be Twelve ſure ——Night's a Lyar. [Brat 


4 5 out his Watch, 
Luc. Sir, if you won't be gone, I muſt fetch thoſe ſhall 
My Eyes are dazled ſure, | Paſſing h 
him towards the Door, ſhe perceives the Fewel ty d to the Watch, 


Pray, Sir, let me fee that Jewel. 


Roeb. By Heavens, ſhe has a mind to't !—Oh, tis at your 
ſervice with all my Soul. 5 
Luc. Wrong not my Vertue by ſo poor a Thought. But 
anſwer directly, as you are a Gentleman, to what I now ſhall 
ask: whence had you that Jewel? 


Roeb. 1 exchanged Watches with a Gentleman, and had this 


Jewel into the bargain. He valu'd it not, 'twas a Trifle from 
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Luc. A Trifle, ſaid he: Oh Indignation ! lighted thus! 
Ill put a Jewel out of bis power, that he wou'd pawn 


his Soul to retrieve. —— If you be a Gentleman, Sir, whom 


Gratitude can work up to Love, or a Vertuous Wife reclaim, 

Il make you a large return for that Trifle. 

Koeb. Hey-day! a Wife, ſaid ſhe! 5 1 
Lac. What's your Name, Sir? and of what Country ? 
Koeb. My Name's Roebuck, Madam. = 


Luc. Roebuck! 3 | 
Reeb. *Sdeath! 1 forgot my Inſtructions.— Moctmode, Ma- 


dam. — Roebucł Mockmode, my Name, and Sir-name. 


Luc. Mockmode, my Squire! it can't be! But if it ſhout 
N ye 
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I've 11 the better exchange. Of what Family are 

ou, Sir oY 5 AG 
x Roch, Of Mockmode-Hall in Shropſhire, Madam, My Father's 
lately dead; I came lately from the Univerſity ; I have Eif- 
teen hundred Acres of as good fighting Ground as any in En- 
gland, — Twas lucky I met that Blockhead to day. [ Aſide. 
Luc. The very ſame —— And had you any directions to 
court a Lady in London? $2, 
Reb. Uuph !— How ſhou'd I have found the way hither 
elſe, Madam-? What the Devil will this come to? [Aſide. 
Luc. My Fool that I dreamt of, I find a pretty Gentleman. 
——Dreams go by contraries.— Well, Sir, I am the Lady; 
and if your Deſigns are honourable, I'm yours; take a turn 
in the Garden, nll I ſend for my Chaplain: you mult take 
me immediately, for if I cool, I'm loft for ever. [Eit. 
| Foeb. I think 1 am become a very ſober Shropſhire Gentle- 
man in good earneſt; I don't ſtart at the Name cf a Parſon. 
| —— Oh Fortune! Fortune! what art thou doing? If thou 
and my Friend will throw me into the Arms of a fine Lady, 
and great Fortune, how the Devil can 1 help 1t! Oh but, 
| Zoons, there's Marriage! Ay, but there's Money. — Oh but 
| there are Children, ſquawling Children. Ay, but then there 
| are Rickets and Small-Pox , winch perhaps may carry them all 
| away. Oh but there's Horns! Herns! Ay, but then I 
| ſhall go to Heaven; for tis but reaſonable, ſince all Marriages 
are made in Heaven, that ail Cuckolds ſhould-go thither.— 
But then, there's Leanthe! that Ricks. J love her, witncis, Hea- 
| ven, I love her to that degree —Pſhaw, I ſhall whine pre- 
| ſently. I love her as well as any Woman; and what can 
ſhe expect more? I can't drag a Lover's Chain a hund red 
| Miles by Land, and a hundred Leagues by Water, For- 
tune has decreed it otherwiſe. So lead on, blind Guide, I 
| follow thee ; and when the Blind leads the Blind, no wonder 
| they both fall into — Matrimony. [Going out, meets Leanthe. 
| Oh my dear auſpicious little Mercury] let me kiſs thee —— 
Go tell thy Charming Miſtreſs, I obey her Commands. [ Exit. 
) O25 no SG 
Lean. Her Commands! Oh Heavens! I muſt follow him. 
= rye I [Gomg. 


Lac. Page, Page. 5 
Lean. Oh my curs'd Fortune! baulk'd again! Madam, 
Luc. Call my Chaplain ; Im to be married preſently. 
la- Lean. Married fo ſuddenly ! To whom, pray Madam? 
Lac. To the Gentleman you met going hence juſt now. 
d, Lean. Oh Heavens! your badyſhip is not in earneſt, Madam ? 
1 | 5 g "4 
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Luc. What, is Matrimony to be made a Jeſt of? Don't be 
impertinent, Boy; call bim inftamly., 1 
Lean. What ſhall Ido? — Oh, Madam, ſuſpend it till 
the Morning, for Heaven's ſake. Mr. Lovewell is in the Houſe; 
J met him not half an hour ago; and he will certainly kill 
the Gentleman, and perhaps harm your Ladyſhip. . 

Luc. Lovewell in my Houſe ! How came he hither ? 


- Lean, I know not, Madam. I ſaw him, and talk'd to him; 


he had his Sword drawn, and he threatned every body. Pray, 
delay it to Night, Madam. | 


Luc. No, I'm retolv'd; and 111 prevent his diſcovering us; 


F'1l put on a Suit of your Cloaths, and order Pindreſs to carry 
her Night-Gown to the Gentleman in the Garden, and bid 
bim meet me in the lower Arbor, in the Weſt Corner, and 


ſend the Chaplain thither inſtantly. [Exir, 


TLean. Hold, Fortune, hold; thou haſt entirely won; 
For J am lot. Thus long I have been rack'd 5 
On thy tormenting Wheel, and now my Heart-ſtrings break. 
Diſcovering who I am, expoſes me to ſhame. 
Then what on Earch can help me? 
5 Enter Pindreſs. = 5 
Pin. Oh Lord, Page, what's the matter? Here's old doings, 


or rather new doings, Prithee, let you and I throw in our 


Two-pence a piece into this Marriage Lottery. 
Lean. You'll draw nothing but Blanks, I'll aſſure you, from 
me. But ſtay let me conſider oth” buſineſs. 
Pin. No conſideration ; the bus neſs muſt be done hand 
e en „„ . KS 
Lean. Well, I have one Card to play ſtill ; and with you, 
anc; 3 [Takes her Hand. 
Pin. You expect tho that 1ſhou'd turn up Trumps. 
Lean. No, not if 1 ſhuffle right. LA ſide.] — Well, Pindreſs, 
tis a Match. Begone to the lower Arbor, at the Weſt- corner 
of the Garden, and III come to thee immediately with the 
i You muſt not whiſper, for we muſt paſs upon the 
Chaplain for my Lady and che Gentleman. ——Halte. 
Pin. Shan't I put on my New Gown firſt? 2 
Lean. No, no; you ſhall have a Green-Gown for your Wed- 
ding in the Arbor. | 3 | 
Pin, A Green-Gown - Well, all Fleſh is Graſs. 

Lean. Make haſt, my Spouſe, fix. 8 

Pin. And will you come? will you be ſure to come? 
— O my little Green-Gooſeberry, my Teeth watels 
al ve... | 5 5 5 FE ; 
Lean. Now Chance, — No, thou'rt blind. 


Then 
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Then Love, be thou my Guide, and ſet me ri ebe; 3 
1 blind, like Chance, 50u have be Eyes by Nb. [Exit: 


SCENE Bullfinch's Houſe. | 


Enter Lovewell, Bruſh and Servant, 

| a Lov. Mr. Lyrick abroad, ſaiſt thou! and Mockmode e With 
| . 

Sr. All abroad, my Miſtreſs and all. 

| Lov. 1 don't underſtand this—— Bruſh, run to Lacdnds's 
Lodgings, and obſerve what's doing there: I ſpy'd ſome haſty 
Lights. glancing thro' the Rooms; Vl follow you preſently. 

[Exit Bruſh. Can't you inform me which way they went? 

Serv. Perhaps Mr. 4ockmode's Man can inform ye. 

Lov. Pray call him. 

Serv. Mr. Club, Mr. Club. 

Low. What, is the Fellow deaf? 

Serv. No, Sir ; ; but he's aſleep, and in bed. FARM, * Qub; 
Mr. Club... 

Qub. Augh - — Lanig. I'm aflecp, I'm aſleep; don't 
Wake me. 7 Au h. 

Serv. Here's a Gentleman wants ye. 

Enter Club, with his Coat unbutton'd; his Garters ns d, an 
and yawning, as newly waken'd from Bed, 

Au. Pox o your Zond'n Breed ing; what makes you waken 
a Man out of his Sleep that way? 

Lo, Where's your Maſter, pray Sir, 

Club. Augh——Tis a ſad thing to be broken of one's Reſt 
this way. 

Lov. Can you inform me where your Matter's gone? ? 

Cab. My Matter! —Augh — k and yawning: 

Lov. Yes, Sir, your Maſter. 

dab. My Matter! — Augh. —— What a Clock is it 
dir? 1 x Ana Lis paſt Midnlghe, for I have gotten my firl 
Sleep, ——Augh CA 

Lov. Thou'r: aſleep ſtill, Blockhead, Anſixer me, r — 
Where's your Maſter ? 

Cab. Augh. ——1 had the pleaſantelt Dream when you 
calld me——Augh. — 1 thought my Maſter's great black 
Stone-horſe had broke looſe among the Mares. AUD 
Y nc. ſo, Sir, you call'd me. Augh. - And fo 1 
waken 


Þ % Sirrah , LS ite him] — Now your Dream's out, 
— _—— — 
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Club. Zauns, Sir! what d'ye mean, Sir? My Maſter's as 
good a Man as you, Sir; Dem me, 3 

Los. Tell me prelently where your Maſter is, Sirra, or Ill 
duſt the Secret out of your Jacket. 

Club. Oh Sir, your Name's Lovewell, Sir! 

Lov, What then, Sir? 

Club, Why then my Maſter 1 i. where you are not, Sir, 
My Maſter's in a fine Ladies Arms, and you MN. 
here, I take it. l [Shrugging, 

Lv. Has he got a Whore a Bed with him? : 
_ ub. He may be Father to the Son of a Whore by this time, WW 
it your Miſtrets Lucinda be one, Mr. Lyrick did his bus nes, + 
and my Maſter will do her bus'neſs , 1 warrant him, if o'th' WW 
right Shropſhire Breed , which I'm ſure he is, for my Mother 
nurs d him on my Milk. 

Lov. Two Cava ſuckl'd on the ſame Cown—— Ha, ba, ha. 
Gramercy Poet; has he brought the Play to a Cataſtrophe ſo 
ſoon? A rare Exccutioner, to clap him in the Female Pillo- 
ry already! Ha, ha, ha. 

Gab, Ay, Sir ; and a Pillory that you wou d give your Ear 
for I warrant , you think my Maſter's over Head and Ear 
in the lriſh Quagmire you wou'd have drown'd him in. But, 

Sir, we have found the bottom on'r. E 

Lov. He may paſs over the Quagmire, Sirrah ; for ther : 
were Stepping-(tones laid in his way. E & 

Club. He has got over dry-ſhod, T'll aſſure you Pins : 
Sir, did not you receive a Note from Lucinda, the true Lucinda, 
to meet her at Ten in her Garden to Night: 1 - Why dont 
you laugh now? Ha, ha, ha. | 
= Lov. Sdeath, Raſcal, What Intelligence cou d you have of W a 

at? : 1 

Cab. Hold, Sir, 1 have more Intelligence. You thren by 
Mr. Lyrick his Poem, ina hurry, in the Park, and juſtled that 
ſweet Letter out of your Pocket, Sir. This Letter fell into my E. 
Maſter's Hands, Sir, and diſcover d your Sham, Sir, your Trick, 

Sir. Now, ir, I think you're as deep in the Mud as he is in 
the Mire. 

Lv. Curs' d Mis fortune And where are they gone, Sit! 

Quickly, the Truth, the whole Truth, Dog, or III ſpit. 1 

like a Sparrow 

Cub. I deſign to tell you, Sir. Mr. Lyrick, Sir „being my 
Maſter's intimate Friend, or ſo, upon a Bribe of a Hundred 
Pounds, or io, has ſided with him, taken him to Lacindss 
Garden in your ſtead , and there's a Parſon, and all, and 0 
forth. Now, Sir, 1 hope the Poet has brovght 
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Play to a very good Cata——Cata——whaty dye call bim, 


Sir? 
Lov. Twas he I encounter d! in the Garden. 'Sdeath ! 


Trick'd by the Poet! I'll cut off one of his Limbs, I Il make a 


Synalaepha of him; VII—— 
* Tots he, he! Two Calves ſuck'd on the ſame Cow l 1 
—He, he! 
Lov. Nay, then I begin with yon. . C Dab him. 
Cub. Zauns! Murder! Dem nie! Zauns! Murder! Zauns! 
[Runs off, and Lovewell after him. 


sc EN E changes 1 the Anti Chonker, in Lucinda's Houſe ; 
a Hat and Sword on the TO 


Enter Bruſh, 
Bruſh, | have been peeping and cronching about like a 


Cat a mouſing. Ha! I ſmell a Rat A Sword and Hat! * 


There are certainly a pair of Brecches appertaining to theſe, 
and may be lapd up in my Lady's Lavender , - who 
knows! 4 1 Ts 


Enter Lovewell j in 4 bury. 


Lov, What, Sir? Wbat are you doing! 3 Im tuin, 


trick d. 
Bruſh. I believe ſo too, dir. — See here! — { Stew! the Hat 
and Sword, 
Lov. By all my hopes , Roebuct's Hat and Sword. This is 
Miſchief upon Miſchief. Run you to the Garden, Sirrah; 


and if you find any body ſecure em, I'll ſearch the Houſe. 
Im ruind !—Fly.——Roeback What oa: ? 


Koc 
buck ?——hoa? ? 


Enter Roebuck 3 - runs to Lovewell, and embraces him, | 


Roeb. Dear, dear Lovewell, with me Joy, with me Joy, my 


Friend. 
Lov, Of what: Fir 
Roeb. Of the deareſt, tender. which, ffi eft Bride, that 


ever bleſt Man's Arms. I'm all Air, all a Cupid, all Wings, 


nd muy fly again to her Embraces. Detain me not, my 

rien 
Lov. Hold, Sir; I hope y you mock me! tho that i it ſelf's 
unkind. | | 
Koeb. Mock you —By Heav' ns, n no! ſhe's more than Senſe 
3 I can 
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can bear, or Tongue expreſs, 
Heaven 

Liv. Hold, Sir; no more. 

- Roth, Tm on the Rack of Pleaſure, and muſt ak all 
When her foft melting, white, and yielding Tay mh 
Within my preſſing Arms was folded faſt, 

Our Lips was melted down by Heat of Love, 
W nd lay incorporate in 104 Kiſſes, 
hilſt in ſoft broken Sighs, we catch d each other's Souls. | 
Lov. Come, come, Roebuck, no more of this Extravagance, 
By Heay'n I fwear you ſhan't marry her. 8 
N By Heav'n I ſwear ſo too; for Im married al- 
. 

Lov. Then thou'rt a Villain. 

Roeb. A Villain, Man! ——Pſhaw, that's Nonſence. A 
poor Fellow can no ſooner get married. than you imagine he 
may be call'd a Villain preſently, — You may call me Fool, 
a Blockhead , or an Aſs, by the Authority of Cuſtom : But 
wh a Villain, for God's ſake? 

3 Did not you Engage to meet , and fight a Gentleman 
for me in Moorfields ? 

Roeb. Did not you promels to engage a Lady for me at the 
Fountain, re 

Lo. This Lucinda is my Miſtreſs, Sir. 

Koe. This Lucinda, Sir; is my Wife. 
Tov. Then this decides the matter. Draw. 


[Throws Roebuck his Sword and draws bis ons. 


Roeb. Prithee be quiet, Man, I've othcr Buſineſs to mind on 
my Wa I muſt i in to my Bride.  [CGoing. 


Lov. Hold, Sir; move a ltep, and by Heavens Il tab 


Reeb. Put up, put up; Plhaw, 1 an't prepared. to die; 331 


ant, Devil take me. | 
| Liv. Do you dally with me, Sir? one, 
Koeb. Why, you won't be ſo unconſcionable as to kill a 
Man fo ſuddenly; I bant made my Will yet. Perhaps I may 
leave you a Legacy. 
Lov. Pardon me, Heavens, if preſs d by flinging Taunts, 
my Paſſion urge my Arm to act what's foul. 


Roeb. Hold. [Taking ap his Sword.) Tis ſafeſt making Peace, 
they ſay, with Sword in Hand. FI tell thee what, Ned; 


I wou'd not loſe this Night's Pleaſure for the Honour of fight- 


ing and vanquiſhing the Seven Champions of e 
Permit 


3 4d Lon 4 eo ane, IA BRI. aa — 


o Lande! sboud 


[Offers to puſh at Hin. 
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Lov. My Sifter | —Ha !— 
with Lucinda has wrong d my Siſter; for her you ccurted, and 
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permit me then but this Night to return to the Arms of m 
dear Bride, and Faith and Troth I'll take a fair Thruſt wit 
you to morrow Morning. ; bs | 
Lov. What! beg a poor Reprieve for Life | — Then thou'rt 
a Coward. 5 8 5 
Koeb. You imagin d the contrary, when you employ'd me 
to fight for you in Moor fields. 85 2 
Lore VIAL nothing move thy Gall? Thou'rt baſe, un- 
rate 
a Roeb. Ungrateſul M4 love thee, Ned; by Heavens, my Friend, 
I love thee : Therefore name not that word again , for fuch 
a Repetition wou'd over-pay all thy Favours. 


Lov. A cheap, a very cheap way of making Acknowledg- 


ment, and therefore thou haſt catch d it, which makes thee 
more ungrateful, | 


Reeb. My Friendſhip even yet does balance Paſſion; but 


throw in the leaſt Grain more of an Affront, and by Heaven 
you turn the Scale. . 


Lov. ¶ Pauſing] No, I've thought better; my Reaſon clears: 


She's not worth my Sword; a Bulky only ſhou'd draw in her 

Defence, for ſhe's falſe, a Proſtitute. [ Puts up his Sword, 
Roeb. A Proſtitute! by Heavens thou ly'ſt. [Draws;,]J—Thow, 

haſt blaſphem'd. Her * 

of Woman; ſo much above Modeſty, that it mocks tempta- 

tion. She has convinc'd me of the bright Honour of her Sex, 

and I ſtand Champion now for the fair Female Cauſe, ' 
Lov. Then I have loſt what nought on Earth can pay. 


Curſe on all Doubts, all Jealouſies, that deſtroy our preſent 


Happineſs, by miſtruſting the future. Thus Misbelievers ma- 


king their Heaven uncertain, find a certain Hell. — And is 
lound the bold Charge aloud , which does 


ſhe vertuous ? 
proclaim me guilty. _ 

Reb, By Heavens, as vertuous as thy Siſter. / 
— fear, Sir, your Marriage 


I heard ſhe lov'd you. 7% LE 
Roch. J courted her, tis true, and lov'd her alſo; nay, my 
Love to her rival'd my Friendſhip tow'rds— ; and had my 


Fate allow'd me time for , her dear Remembrance 
2 


might have ſtop'd the Marriage. But ſince tis paſt I muſt 
own to you, to her, and all the World, that I caſt off all 


former Paſſion, and ſhall henceforth confine my Love to the 


dear 5 of her charming Arms from which 1 juſt now 
parted, 5 


£4 Enter 


ertue anſwers the uncorrupted State 
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66 ES Love and a Bottle. 
E nter Leanthe in Woman's looſe Apparel. 


1 take you at your word. Theſe are the Arms that 
beld you. 

Koeb. Oh Gods and Happineſs! Leanthe! 

. Lov. My Siſter | Heavens! It cannot be. 
EKRioeb. By Heavens it can, it ſhall, it muſt be W.. er 

none on Earth could give fuch Joys bur ſhe——Who wou'd 
have thought my Joys cou'd bear Increaſe ? Lovewell, my 
Friend! This is thy Siſter ! 'Tis Leanthe ! My Miſtreſs, my 
Bride, my Wife. 
Lean. I am your Siſter, Kit: as ſuch I beg you to pardon 
the Effect of violent P:fſion , which has driven me into ſome 
imprudent Actions: But none ſuch as may blot the Honour 
of my Virtue, or Family, To hold you no longer in ſuſpence, 

"was 1 brought the Letter from Leanthe ; twas I manag d the 
Inirigue with Lucinda; I ſent the Note 10 Mr. Roebuck this At- 
ternoon ; and I- 

 Roeb. That was the Bride of happy me. 

' Lov, Thou art my Siſter and my Guardian-Angel; for thou 
baſt bleſs'd thy ſelf, and bleſs d thy Brother. Lucinda Rull 1 is 
fafe, and may be mine. 

Reeb. May! She (hall be thine, m my Friend, 
Liv. Where is Lucinda? 


Enter Mockmode. 


; Mock. Not far off; tho far enough from you, by the Uni 
ver "IF 

Lean, You muſt give me leave not to believe: you, Sir. 
| Mock. Oh, Madam! 1 crave you ten thouſand Pardons, 

by the Univerſe, Madam, Zauns, Midam, Dem me, 
Madam, [Offers to ſalute her awkardly, 

Lov. By your leave, 1 [ 7 bruſts him. back, 
_ Keeb, Ah, Couſin Moc leude! How do all our Friends 
in Sr oplbire 2—— 

Mock. Now, Gentlemen Ry thank you all for your Trick, 
your Sham. You imagine I have got your W hore, Couſin, 
. your Crack. But Gentlemen, by the Aſſiſtance of a Poet, 
your 575 is metamorphos d into the real Lucinda; which 


your eG $ ſhall teltifie. Bring! in the Jy there—— Guilty 
or not Gui 
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Enter Lyrick and Trudge. 


* Trud. Oh my dear Roebuck! I Trudge ſeeing Roebuck, throws 
off her Maſque, flies to him, takes him about the Neck and kiſſes 
F him.] And Faith is it you, dear Joy? And where have you 
been theſe ſeven long Years ? OLE or A 
Mock. Zauns! 1 N 1 
Loeb. Hold off, ſtale Iniquity. Madam, you'll pardon 
this: — N 3 [To Leanthe. 
FTud. Indeed 1 won't live with that Stranger. You pro- 
miſed to marry me, ſo you did. — Ah Sir, Neddy's a brave 
Boy, God bleſs him; he's a whole Armful ; Lord knows I 
had a heavy. Load of him. End | oY 
Lov. Guilty, or not Guilty, Mr. Moctmode? EN - 
Mock, "Tis paſt that; I am condemn'd, I'm hang'd in the 
Marriage Nooſe. —— Hark ye, Madam, was this the Doctor 
that let you Blood under the Tongue for the Quinſey. 
| Trud. Ves, that it was, Sir. F 
Mock, Then he may do ſo again; for the Devil take me if 
ever I breathe a Vein for ye.—Mr. Lyrick, is this your Poetical 
gr En hs „„ 
9 00 I had only a mind to convince you of your Squire- 
n $5 | e 
Eine Siſter, my Fears are over.— But where's Lacin- 
da? How is ſhe diſpos'd of? 5 N 
| Lean. The Fear the lay under of being diſcover d by you, 
gave me an Opportunity of impoſing Pindreſs upon her in- 
| ſtead of this Gentleman, whom ſhe expected to wear one of 
Pindreſs's Night- G wns as a Diſguiſe. Io make the Cheat 
more current, ſhe diſguis d her {elf in my Cloaths, which has 
made her paſs on her Maid for me; and I by that Opportu- 
nity. putting on a Suit of her's, paſt upon this Gentleman 
for Lucinda, my next Buſineſs is to find her out, and beg 
her Pardon, endeayour her Reconcilement to you, which the 
Diſcoyery of the Miſtakes between both will eaſily _ | 
oeh. Well, Sir, [To Lyrick. ] how was your Plot car- 
r 5 „ 
Hr. Why this Squire (will you give me leave to call you 
ſo now ? ) this Squire had a mind to perſonate Lovewell, to 
catch Lucinda. So | made Trudge to perſonate Lucinda, and 
{ ſnap him in this very Garden. —— Now, Sir, you'll give me 
leave to write your Epithalamiumm 
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68 Love and a Bottle. ˖ 
Mock, My Epithalamium.! my Epitaph, Screech-Owl, for 
I'm buried alive. But I hope youll return my bundred Pound 
I Ty. ou for marrytng me. 

9; but for fixe hundred more 1 Il A mare Theſe 

ard Times, a 'Men of Induſtry m Maney. 

en Here's he Money, by the Univerſe, Sir; a Bill of 

five hundred Pound Sterling upon Mr. Ditto the Mercer in 
g de. Bring me a Reprieve, and tis yours. 


r. Lay it in that Gentleman $ bands. : 
[Gives Roebuck the Bill, 


The Exccutioner ſhall cut the Rope. [Goes to the Dor, 
and br ings in Bullfinch 54. 'd like a Parſon, 
Here" s Revelation-for you 1 [Pulls open the Gown. 


Mock. Oh thou damn d Whore of Babylon! = 

Lov. What Pope Joa the Second! Were you the Pricſt ? 
Bull. Of the Poet'y Ordination. 

He. Ay, ay, before the time of Chriſtianity the Poets were 


Priel 
Mock. No wonder then that all the World were Hea- 


/ thens. 
Lyr. How d'ye like the Plot ? Wor? d it not do well for a 
Play ?— —My Money y, Sir.“ [To Roebuck, 
Koeb. No; Sir; it belongs to this Gentlewoman.— 
[Gives it to Trudge} you have divorc'd her, and mult give her 
leparate Maintenance. There's another turn of Plot 8 
Were not aware of, Mr. Lyiel. : 


"Ender Lucinda, Leanthe, and Pindrels 


23 You have told me Wonders. 

- Lean, Here are theſe can teſtifie the Truth, he Gentle- 
man is the real Mr. Moctmode, and much ſuch another Per- 
ſon as your Dream repreſented. 

- Fob. 1 hope, Madam, you'll pardon 1 my diſſembling, ſince 
only the hopes of ſo, great a purchaſe cou d cauſe it. 

Luc. Let my wiſhing you much Joy and Happineſs in your 

Bride teſtifie my Reconciliation ; I at the Requeſt of your 
Siſter, Mr. Lovenell, I pardon your paſt Jealouſies. You 
threatned me, Mr. Lovenell , with an liſh Entertainment at 
2 Wedding, 1 with It preſent now, to aſſiſt at. your Siſter's 
uptials. 
oo At my laſt going hence „1 tens for. em, and they re 
reany, 


Lov, 


Love and a Bottle. 69 


Lov. Call em in then. 
IA Iriſh Entertainment of three Men and three Humeng 
drefs d after the Fingallian Faſhion. _ 

Luc. J muſt reward your Siſter, Mr. Lovewell, for the ma- 
ny Services done. me as my Page. I therefore ſettle my For- 
tune and my ſelf on you, on this Condition, That you 
make over your Eſtate in Ireland to your Siſter , and that 
Gentleman. ; | 

Low. Tis done, only with this Proviſo, Brother, That you 
forſake your Extravagancies 
_ Reb. Brother, you know I always (lighted Gold, 
But molt when offer'd as a fordid Bribe. 
I ſcorn to be brib'd even to Vertue, | 5 
But for bright Vertues ſake, I here embrace it. [Embracing 


C Ra, Leanthe. 
I have eſpous d all Goodneſs with Leanthe, 1 
And am divorc'd from all my former Follies. 


Woman's our Fate, Wild and Unlawful, Flames 
Debauch us firſt, and ſofter Love reclaims, 

Thus Paradiſe was loft by Woman's Falls; 1 
But Vertuous Woman thus reſtores it all. Exeunt omnes. 
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Written and Spoke by Jo. HAVYNES | 
in Mourmnng, FF 


1 Come nom here, your Poets Fate to ſee, 
1 He and his Play may both be damm d for me : | 
No, Royal Theatre, I come to Mourn for Thee. 
And muſt theſe Structures then untimely fall, 
Whilf th other Houſe ſtands, and pets the Devil and all? 
Mut fill lind Fortune through all Weathers ſteer em? 
And Beauties blooms there ſpight of Edax Rerum. 
Vivitur Ingenio, that damn d Motto there, [Looking up at it, 
Seduc d me firſt to be a Wicked Player. Wn, 
Hard Times indeed; Oh Tempora! Oh Mores! * 
I knew that Stage muſt down, where not one Whore 1s. 


SS 3 3 WR YO COT ARE 


But can you have the Hearts th? (Pray now ſpeak,) 
After all our Services, to let us break; 
Tou cannot do't , unleſs the Devil's in ye, 
What Arts, what Merit, han't we us d to win ye ? 
Fir}t, to divert ye with ſome new French S'rowlers ; | 
We brought ye Bona Sere's, Barba Colars. [Mocking the 
| E 1 „ late Singers. 
When their Male -· Throat no longer drew your Money: 
We got ye an Eunuch's Pipe, Seignior Rampony. 
That Beardleſs Songſter we cou d ne er make much on; 
The Females found a damn d Blot in his Scutcheon. 
An Italian now we've got of mighty Fame, 
Don Sigiſmondo Fideli.—T here's Muſick in his Name; 
His Voice is like the Muſick of the Spheres, 
I: ſboud be Heavenly for the Price it bears.  [20l. a time. 
Hes a handſome Fellow too, looks brizk and trim: | 
If he don't take ye, then the Devil take him. 
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EPILOGUE. 


Beſides, left our white Faces always mayn't delight ye, 
Me ve Pickt up Gipſies nom to pleaſe, or fright Ye. . 


Laſtly to make our Houſe more Courtly ſhine, 
As Travel does the Men of Mode refine, 
$9 our Stage-Hero's did their Tour deſign. 
To mend their Manners, and coarſe Engl: Feeding, 
They went to Ireland, to improve their Breed ing: 
Yes, for all this, we ſtill are at a loſs, | 
0h Collier! Collier! thou frighted away Miſs C—s : 
She, to return our Foreigners Complaiſance, 
At Cupid's call, has hy, a Trip to France. 
Love's Fire Arms here, are ſince not worth a Sous: 
We've loſt the only Touch-hole of our Houle. 


Loſing that Fewel, gave us a fatal Blow : 
Well, if thin Audience muſt Jo. Haynes undo, 
Well, if "tes decreed, nor can thy Fate, O Stage ! 
 Refit the Vows of this obdurate Age, 

= |! then grow wiſer, leave off Playing the Fool, 
And hire this Play- Houſe for a Boarding-School. 
Dye think the Maids won't be in a ſweet Condition, 
When they are under Jo. Haynes's grave Tuition ; 
They'll have no occaſion then, I'm ſure , to Play, 
They ll have ſuch Comings-in another way. 
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